Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 











X 1 5-«-f 




.■m>- 



WILD 


FLOWERS 


GERMANY. 


FKANOIS 


DD BOURDIBU, 




/^^^ 


BELFAST: "^XiiB'^ 

JOHN HENDEHSON, BOOKSELLER TO THE QUEEN; 
DUBLIN: JAHsa H'oLianiK; 

LORDOI: B. FABBINDTON, IH, BATB-SIBEET, IHD B. AJ.UIUI. 




...... 



DEDICATION. 



TO THE 

LADIES OF IRELAND. 

From wandering in a foreign land, 
A minstrel treads his native strand ; 

Yet thought he on Erin's daughters there- 
Gentle, lovely, good, and fair ; 
For who could e'er forget a smile 
Shed hy a daughter of that isle? 
Ah, no ! it shines like lore's bright star, 
Casting its rays to regions far ; 
It soothes the heart with woe oppressed, 
And balmy heals the wounded breast ! 



He sought for them wild forest flowers, 
To decorate their native bowers : 
With these a roseate wreath he wound- 
In it a cypress branch is found. 



The roses take, most meet for thee ; 
The cypress branch, oh, leave for me. 



The Author. 



THE ROSE OF HILDESHEIM, 



A LEGEND 



The Legend on which the Author has founded the fbOowing 
poem, he heard from the peasants, in that beantifdl and romantie 
district of North Of nnany. 

That a lovely rose tree, as described in the poem, BtiU 
flourishes at the altar of the cathedral of Uildesheim, he has 
seen. To it are ascribed miraculous virtues. 

The hero of the Legend is Louis the Debonair, Emperar of 
Germany. 
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f)i)( Mc$(( of ^Utit^bfim. 

Solemnly sounds the vesper chime, 

From the proud dome of EUldesheim, 

As on the breath of eve it floats, 

In pleasing, melancholy notes : 

It ceases-^and from those grey walls, 

Sweet on the ravished ear, now falls 

Such sound as angels* voices raise, 

Chanting in heaven the Almighty's praise, 

From gentle maidens, there confined 

By priestly power o'er female mind. 
In convent's thrall and cells so drear. 

To shed regret's still flowing tear, 
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And, in religion's name, forego 
All blessings granted here below : 
Ne'er to taste the joys of love — 
Best gift to earth from heaven abore ; 
That genial ray, so pure, so bright — 
That beacon which, in life's dark night, 
Cheers the heart and glads the sight. 
And guides the soul in heavenward flight. 
Perish the hypocritic crew. 

Who nature's dearest charter sold ; 
The sale, religion, which they knew, 

To cheat mankind and gather gold : 
For this, immured in life's sweet prime. 

Blue-eyed nuns their vigils keep ; 
God's great commandment deemed a crime — 

Life's only care to pray and weep. 
For this, the flower of Europe's brave, 
Were sent to find an early grave 
On burning plains of Palestine — 
Monks said it was by law divine ; 
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But how can man God*s will define ? 

Methinks their motive was sheer pel£— 

Their mock devotion merely self; 

And while their dupes their life's-blood shed, 

These wily men at home were fed 

On gifts, \>y superstition prest, 

To pray their victims* souls to rest. 



But, Hildesheim, thy sacred pile 
Was not the fruit of priestly guile : 
No devotee caused thee to rise — 

No death-bed terrors wild : 
'Twas that pure flame which, from the skies, 

Shines genial, warm, and mild — 
'Twas love, devoted e'en in death, 
Which parts not with the parting breath ; 
Such love, as from the manly heart. 
Nor time, nor space, nor death can part. 
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If my humble muse could dare 

A sad fond tale to tell ; 
Or, could she paint a matchless fair, 

Who loved, alas, too well I 
A tear from beauty's humid eye — 

That heayenly gem serene — 
The heaving breast, soft pity's sigh. 

The bard's reward had been. 
'Twould say, that where the dome now stands 

Was once a woodland glade ; 
That where now smile those rural lands. 

Was then deep forest shade ; 
That where has risen that city fair. 

Was once the wild deer's home — 
Where free, as now the evening air. 

In pride he used to roam. 
And there was once a hallowed space. 

To memory ever dear, 
That peaceful final resting-place, 

Bedewed by love's sad tear. 
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And, oh 1 that spot is sacred now, 
From whence those chimes arose ; 

It marks where faithful lover's vow 
To Hildesheim's sweet rose : 

True in life, as true in death — 

That ceased not with the loved one's breath, 

To that faithful hapless maid 

The last and sacred duties paid. 



But still those scenes, so sweet and wild. 

Where Hildesheim's rose grew, 
By human hands yet undefiled. 

Rise pleasing to the view. 
Behold that flower-bespangled lawn, 

'Midst forest, dark and deep ; 
Where, mourning for those for ever gone. 

Those willows, graceful, weep ; 
Where, murmuring o'er its pebbly bed. 

That streamlet seems to say — 
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** I seek in yam the hallowed dead ; 

• 

Say, where, oh ! where are they ?" 
Those ruins, dad in ivy green. 

Still mark the cheriah'd ground. 
Where once the forest-house was seen. 

And peace and bliss were found ; 
A royal forest-master there, 

In nature's bosom, dwelt ; 
His tranquil hours devoid of care, 

Save those by duty felt ; 
And with his first, his only love, 

To share his grief and joy : 
'Twas as the nest of woodland dove- 
Love's home, without alloy. 
One only hope, one only care. 

Was granted to the faithful pair — 
A forest flower, sweet and mild, • 
Nature's loveliest, purest child. 
Like rosebud, fed on heaven's dew. 
So passing fair the maiden grew ; 
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Being so sylph-like — zephyr light — 
Seldom meets the human sight. 
As gossamer floats at morning's dawn, 
She gently pressed the forest lawn. 
From her soft eyes of heaven's own hue, 

Beaming through long silken lashes, 
Her soul, so gentle, pure, and true, 

Shone forth in sweet affection's flashes. 
Playftil curled her raven hair. 
Bound a forehead lily fair ; 
Nature had formed, in Grecian grace, 
Each feature of her peerless face ', 
And hade her snowy hust imfold, 
Beauties cast in love's own mould : 
She seemed a model formed by nature. 
Perfect in mein, in form, in stature. 
In that angel's form enshrined. 
Dwelt a pure and spotless mind 
As snow, by winter's cold blast driven, 
On Alpine summit from high heaven ; 
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Yet warm, as genial month of May, 
When soft the south wind hlows, 

To practise soft humanity, 
And soothe the sufferer's woes ; 

Such was Julia Lilienheim, 

Whom village maids, in rustic rhyme, 

Sing as the Rose of Hildesheim ! 



Gallant knights, and ladies fair, 
Surrounded Louis the Dehonair ; 
His motto — ** Banish care and sorrow. 
Be gay to-day, nor heed to-morrow ; *' 
His court was splendid, yet refined. 
As suited best his noble mind ; 
His form united ease and grace. 
Kind feeling.decked his manly face ; 
Joined to a noble martial air, — 
Apollo's beauties charmed the fair. 
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Yet love's pure flame Jie ne'er had felt, 
Though he to lovely woman knelt ; 
And random shots, from Cupid's dart, 
Had touched, but entered not his heart. 



Amidst the many beauties rare. 

Who formed the court of Debonair, 

And graced the lovely train. 
Was one of high and noble birth — 
One of the magnates of this earth 

Ambitious, proud, and vain; 
And, to gain the monarch's heart. 

Appeared her life's sole aim ; 
Each female wile, each witching art. 

She used, to win the game : 
The stake, the imperial crown to wear. 
And all its fascinations share 

With him, who, if such heart could love. 

Alone had power the heart to move 



( 
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Of Hulda, Countess Palatine 
Of barghs and castles on the Bhine. 
Sated by the wearying round 
Of pleasure in great cities found, 
The monarch's will the court removed 
To rural peace, by him well loved ; — 
In Brunswick's bold and mountain scene, 
'Midst forests dark and pastures green, 
Where stood a royal hunting seat, 
For such distinguished guests most meet ; 
And sounds of revelry and chase 
Ai^ heard in that once tranquil place ; 
And echoes now the bugle's note, 
While draw-bridge falls o'er castle moat ; 
And, waking lords and ladies gay, 
The jagers sing their roundelay : — 

Aurora's light. 
On mountain height, 
Her lovely finger shows : 
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Awake, awake I 

Thy slumbers break — 
Thy lovely eyes unclose, 

Ye ladies fair. 

While DiorniDg air 
Adds freshness to the rose. 



Awake, each knight. 
And put to flight < 

All drowsy thoughts, and rise : 
Awake, awake I 
For lady-love's sake, 
The lark sings in the skies •/ 
And for daring deed. 
Deserve the meed — 
Love's glance from thy lady's eyes. 

Hark 1 hark ! 

The wolf-dogs bark, 
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As they snuff the morning air ; 

See the falcon stand 

On the falconer's hand, 
The deer to his lair now flies ; 

The huntsman's horn 

Greets the morn — 
Braye knights and ladies fair arise. 



And now were assembled in banqueting hall, 

Lords, and ladies, and squires, and all ; 

And lastly came Louis the Debonair, 

Conducting fair Hulda, whose bashful air 

Besembled a bride's, in smiles and tears. 

And mingling feelings of hopes and fears ; 

But when she took place by the monarch's side, 

Her speaking eyes flashed with joy and pride. 

The banquet is finished, and all arise, 

Each knight pressed his lady-love's hand, and his sighs 

Were returned by soft glances from beauties' eyes ; 
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And as he his fair to her palfrey led, 
His vows of true love were gently said. 

Hulda's triumph seemed then complete, 

As Louis himself placed her in her seat. 

Imposing and gay was the hright cavalcade, 

As the castle they left for the greenwood shade ; 

Bright and clear was the lovely morn, 

As the forests echoed the jagcr*s horn ; 

And many a wolf and wild boar, that day, 

And noble red deer, were placed at bay ; 

Full many a daring deed was done — 

Ladies* sweet smile by brave knights won. 

Louis, impeded by Hulda's alarms. 

Or paying due tribute to woman's charms, 

Tho' no jager more bold, nor more valiant knight, 

Was seldom lost to the fair one*s sight — 

Her hours were thus passed in pure delight. 

At Hulda's request, the chase now ceased. 

And the hooded Mcon, from durance released. 



i 
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Sovereign and knights to their ladies haste, 
And on gentle arms the fayoured bird placed, 
Then anxiously watched the quarry's flight, 
To give to his foe the wonted light; 
And following its course, as he cleft the air, 
Returned the truant to mistress fair. 
Hulda's falcon, placed by Debonair's hand 
On her willing arm, was, by his command. 
Destined to make the first essay 
In driving to earth its hoped-for prey ; 
And the gallant monarch, on noble steed. 
Sat prepared to perform his knightly meed. 
The falcon has flown, but ne*er to return. 
Like lost love, leaving fair Hulda to mourn. 
Gracefully waved Debonair his adieu. 
As, to keep Hulda's chosen bird in view, 
Forward he dashed, in full career. 
While the lady sighed deep, and shed a tear ; 
For evil foreboding her heart oppressed, 
And never again may that heart be at rest. 
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To his lady bright, 

Betumed each knight 
Bearing his swift- winged charge ; 

Free no more, 

Towards heaven to soar, 
Thro* its azure yault at large. 

But chiralry's flower, 

Came not at that hour, 
Hulda's longing eyes to glad ; 

Ah 1 there came not there, 

GaUant Debonair, 
And the lady's heart was sad. 

Quick spreads the alarm, 

Lest some hidden harm 
Had beMlen Louis the brave ; 

And now each knight. 

Swift as arrow's flight. 
Bides forth, the monarch to savel 

Whilst ladies fair. 

Under jager's care. 



r 
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Betum to the castle keep : 

Now all are gone. 

Save Hulda alone, 
Who remains to sorrow and weep ! 

But her faithful page, 

Tho' of tender age, 
His lady's sorrow felt ; 

And with tearful eye. 

As he heaved a sigh, 
He said, while he humhly knelt : — 



** Lady, dearest, weep not so ; 

Cold and damp the night winds hlow, 
As breath of faithless love ! 

The wolres now howl, 

And screams the owl. 
As she sits in the pines above : 

Then, mistress dear. 

Dry that tear. 



Banish that look of woe : 

If men deceive. 

Yet never grieve, 
But smile and let them go I 

Changing ever, 

Constant never, 
The fickle truants rove ; 

But if true flame burn, 

Soon they return, 
To sue at thy feet for love ! " 



Hulda smiled on the gentle boy. 

As he rose from the bended knee ; 
And beamed his lovely face with joy, 

That well-loved smile to see. 
Silently taking her palfry's rein. 

Toward the castle he led the way ; 
Whilst Hulda essayed, but ah, in vain, 

To assimie an air more gay I 
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Say not that love is a worldly thing, 

Or e'er had worldly birth ; 
From heaven it was borne, on angel's wing, 

To warm this lifeless earth. 
The subtle, pure electric light 
Cheered the angel on his flight ; 
But not to every bosom came 
This mystical magnetic flame ; 
Mortals' bosoms, pure and warm, 
Alone can feel its magic charm ; 
Which, swift as lightning from the skies, 

Draws genial heart to heart 1 
And streaming forth from loving eyes. 

Joins souls, no more to part 1 
They who the ecstatic thrill have felt. 

Conveyed by mutual glance, 
That lovers' beings seems to melt 

In love's delicious trance. 
Alone can taste l^e nameless bliss. 
Of love's first ne'er-forgotten kiss 1 
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Hulda's falcon seemed that day 
Less inclined to seize on prey, 
Than lore the monarch far away ; 
First soaring high, then stooping low. 
As if its wayward mood to show ; . 
Now, meteor-like, a bird pursuing, 
Now like lover, tired of wooing 
Coquetting maid, who from him flics. 
On outspread wing he quirering lies. 
Or sweeping round, in air descries 
Some object worthier of pursuit — 
As one who, tired of fruitless suit. 
Leaves her who prides in many lovers. 
When her falsehood he discovers. 
And seeks for one in whom combined 
Are loving heart and spotless mind. 



Debonair, like true-bom knight, 
Still kept the falcon in his sight, 
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Who heeded not repeated call. 
Though evening dew commenced to fall ; 
And the sun's last rays were shed 
On Blockisberg's high majestic head. 
Towering o'er Hercinia's mountains, 
Land of forests, floods, and fountains. 



To the skies ahove 
Flew a snow white dove, 

A joyful and innocent thing ! 
And the setting sun's light 
Shone on its flight. 

And roseate tinged its wing ; 
But the fjEdcon's keen eye, 
As he soared on high. 

Quickly sees the bird of love ! 
And in eager stoop, 
With one fell swoop. 

He descends from his rest above. 
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His yictim, too late, 

Ferceiyes its fkte, 
And its innocent sports dread end ; 

And with fluttering heart, 

See it downward dart, 
In search of its faithful friend ! 

Now a cry of fear 

Strikes Dehonair's ear, 
Which from gentle bosom came. 

Of a lady unseen. 

Hid by branches green. 
Uttering her sweet bird's name. 

Quick as thought 

To its rest he brought 

His bow, and with steady aim. 

The deadly dart 

Pierced Hulda*s bird's heart, 
And death shook his trembling frame ! 

Life lingered still. 

And the steadfast will. 
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His mistress once more to behold — 

And he quickly fled 

By that feeling led, 
On pinions, though weak, yet bold ! 

And Debonair's steed, 

Pushed to utmost speed, 
Dashed through the dense underwood, 

To give relief^ 

To a lady in grief. 
As by chivalry's law understood. 



Let sceptics first-sight lore deny, 

I heed not what they say. 
My tale their axioms can defy — 

Their silly doubts gainsay ! 
Louis had gained a woodland lawn, 

Where stood a form more fair 
Than by pencil could be drawn, 

Or sculptor's hand prepare ; 
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Her speaking ejes, on hearen intent, 
Her graceful arms were upwards bent, 

As if from thence imploring aid ; 
And, like heart's peace from heaven sent. 
The dove unscathed, its flight now bent 

Towards that matchless weeping maid. 
And nestling in her lovely breast. 
All frights and cares were lulled to rest 1 
In silence viewed the enraptured knight. 
The more than earthly beauteous sight. 
Fearing the vision might take flight. 
While these thoughts flashed on his mind- 
*• O I could I such a being flnd, 
With.seraph's form, soul pure and kind. 
Who loved me for myself alone — 
Not from the wish to share a throne — 
On whose bosom, futhful, fair, 
I could rest from regal care. 
And, like that gentle, frightened dove. 
Forget all other thoughts but love. 
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A paradise this earth would be, 
And life would pass in ecstasy ! " 
Now, gently lighting on the ground, 
Dreading lest his footstep's sound 
Should cause alarm and quick retreat,. 
Ere he had time the maid to greet. 
Softly 1^ approached the place 

Where the fidr her bird caressed. 
And, bowing low, with manly grace. 

These words to her addressed : — 



" Gentle lady, by love's star. 
Softly beaming from a&r. 

Through the azure twilight sky — 
And by my knightly word I swear 
Thou hast no earthly cause to fear, 

Then fly not, lady, do not fly ; — 
Or, if a heavenly vision here. 
To bless my sight thou dost appear. 
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Yet stay, oh, stay ! 
Nor flit away, 
To leave me in despair ! " 



The lady's eyes were downwards bent. 

As thus spoke Debonair ; 
Yet still a willing ear she lent, 

To the knight of noble air. 
In terms of maiden courtesy. 

Her faltering lips gave the reply : 
** Sir knight, I am a mortal maid, 

Thy flattering words now cease ; 
Dwelling in the forest shade, 

In happiness and peace : 
Where that curling smoke you see, 
Kising above yon spreading tree. 
If, noble knight, to thee I owe, 

The life of my sweet dove. 
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On thee may choicest hlessings flow, 

On earth, in heaven above. 
But deep I mourn the cruel lot 

Of the falcon swift and bold. 
Who, pierced by thy unerring shot, 

Will the mournful tale unfold 
To his lady, that her knight 
For aye had marred his lofty flight. " 
This soft rebuke gave Louis pain, 

As his thoughts to Hulda rove. 
But soon they returned to her again. 

His first, his only love. 
The maiden raised her grateful eyes. 

And Debonair's they met. 
Each heaved young love's purest sighs. 

Which none can e'er forget. 
For through their eyes had reached the heart, 
The electric flame which death can't part — 
That mystic love which death defies. 
And in the soul to heaven fiies. 
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Louis first the silence broke, 
And in gentle accents spoke : 
** Lady, I, a simple knight. 

At the court of Debonair, 
Led bj the falcon's reckless flight, 

As he wantoned thro' the air, 
Far from the gaj and gallant scene 

Of courtly chase in forest green ; 
Yet, now the happy fate I bless, 

Which led me on thus far ; 
For dawning rays of happiness. 

Shine forth firom love's bright star. 
! lady let thy blue eyes shine. 

With such blessed hope on me — 
With promise that thou would'st be mine. 

If worth thy lore I be ; 
Then were I monarch of this land. 
Humbly I'd sue for thy fair hand." 
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Ovlj hy her deep-drawn sighs 
Were Julia's thoughts expressed ; 

And she gently spoke, ** Sir knight, arise," 
As her hand to his lips he pressed — 

But her humid eye and crimsoned cheek, 

Bade him no further answer seek. 



** The night wears on," the maiden said, 
** The sun's last rays are nearly fled : 
Be&eshment thou must surely need 
For thyself and wearied steed : 
Thou art far away from home — 
Come to our humble dwelling, come ; 
My well-loved parents you will find 
Kind of heart, and pure of mind. 
To hospitality inclined ; 
For evening meal, 'tis near the time. 
At forest bouse of Hildesheim. 
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On her his raptured eyes were bent 
As Louis joyful bowed assent ; 
Nor did the gentle maid decline 

His knightly proffered arm, 
Nor can a mortal pen define 

That feeling pure and warm 
Which seemed these genial hearts to join, 

By touch of human form, 
That pure magnetic stream divine. 

Now the matchless pair commence 
Their walk in joy, in innocence ; 
The courser, at his lord's command, 
Followed his master near at hand : 
Softly blew the southern breeze. 
Gently rustling through the trees, 
Whilst their balmy sweets combine — 
Bose, honeysuckle, eglantine ; 
And the nightingale's love-song 
Cheer'd them as they passed along : 
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And hi communion, pure and sweet. 
Their hearts and minds still closer meet ! 
Even in this earthly scene of grief 

Are found some radiant gleams, 
Which give the pilgrim short relief, 

Like sweet but transient dreams ! 



As travellers o'er the endless waste 

Of Araby's sandy plains, 
Longing the crystal well to taste. 

And cool their swelling veins. 
The oasis find, that bright green spot. 

That shady, watered resting-place. 
All sorrows past are then forgot. 

As the way-worn pilgrim finds solace ; 
Then, ah ! too soon, by fate's command. 
They tread again the burning sand. 
Their toilsome way again pursue. 
And anxious watch, till comes in view. 
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That peaceful home, for erer blest. 
Where weary bouIb at length find rest 



Or, as the halcyon boldly braves 
The terrors of the ocean waves ; 
Now gliding on the billow's foam, 
Now seeking in the abyss a home, 
Finds even that to him is given 
A ray of hope from pitying heaven ; 
For, in the halcyon days of love, 
No tempest raging from above, 
Buffles the ocean's tranquil breast. 
Whilst on it floats his sea-borne nest. 
Bright shines the sun in azure sides. 

On first love's blissful day. 
But soon the happy vision flics. 

And leaves not one bright ray ! 
The tranquil days are quickly fled — 

Life's tempest wildly screams ; 
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Each troubled ware lifts up its head, 
And past are man's fond dreams ! 



To Julia and to Debonair, 

Too short appeared the way, 
As, borne upon the evening air, 

They hear the watch-dog's bay, 
Which warned them that they now were near 
The forest-house, to Julia dear. 
And now her farourite dog they meet, 
Who, joyful, comes the maid to greet : 

On the knight he fix'dly gazed 

Part in suspicion, part amazed. 
Till Julia gently smoothed his head, 
As — " Oscar, 'tis a friend," she said ! 
Then with loud bark and joyful bound. 
He returned to announce his mistress found. 
The forest-house was like a bower. 
Of roses formed, and climbing flower : 
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They reach it, and her parents come 
To welcome their beloy'd child home. 
With faltering speech and bashful air, 
Julia presented Debonair I 
Told the story of her meeting 
With the knight, whose courteous greeting. 
The gentle pair, with warmth and grace. 
Return, as fh>m his speaking face — 
His noble bearing, frank and free — 
They know the knight of high degree ! 



The knight was ushered to the hall — 

His courser led by groom to stall ; 

The hospitable board was laid, 

The yiands placed, due grace was said ; 

Louis his seat by Julia took, 

And many a stolen loving look 

Told her, more than tongue could tell. 

He loved her, and he loved her well. 
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The rescued dove, who seemed to share 
Their mutual love and mutual care, 
Perched between the happy pair. 



Four kindred souls but seldom meet. 

In life's dull yreary round ; 
The happy moments passed too fleet. 

Where such pure joy was found. 
The thought, alas I that soon they part. 
With painful feeling strike each heart I 
The gentle dove appeared to grieve. 
When rose the knight to take his leave ; 
The forester the knight's hand pressed. 
And his kind feeling thus expressed : 

m 

** If thee no knightly duty calls, 
I pray thee rest within these walls; 
And soon as glows the ruddy mom. 
Waked by the blast fh)m huntsman's horn. 
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Refreshed, you can pursue your way" — 
Again he pressed the knight to stay. 
Doubtful paused bold Debonair ! 
Viewing parents and daughter fair ; 
He caught a glance of Julia's eye — 
His manly bosom heaved a sigh — 
Then the thought came o'er his mind. 
That courtiers his retreat might find, 
And Hildeshelm's rose would then discover 
The rank of her imperial lover. 
And now the forester's hand he shook. 
As thus he spoke, with kindly look : 
** If I my feelings could pursue, 
I ne*er would wish to part from you. 
Duty to my sovereign now 
Commands me, on my knightly vow, 
Quick to his castle to repair. 
And wait his further orders there ; 
But could I hope thy leave to obtain 
These blest shades to see again. 
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Hither my steps I soon would bend, 
To visit thee, my worthy friend." 
*' Sir knight, warm welcome you shall find," 
Answered now, in truth of mind. 
Forest-master and his lady £ur — 
Kind welcome Julia's eyes declare. 
The courser at the door now stands. 

Whilst kissed the knight the ladies' hands ; 
Then lightly to his saddle bounded. 
And distant soon the footfal sounded ; 
And the graceful waving of his plume 
Was lost in the forest's evening gloom ; 
Down the maiden's cheek a dew-drop rolled 
When the knight she could no more behold ! 



Soft and bright 
Shone the moonlight. 
On the castle towers and keep ; 
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Loudly rang 

The trumpet's clang 
0*er the wooded steep, 

For knights had returned » 

Whose bosoms burned 
With love and loyalty ; 

But the imperial knight 

Was lost to sight — 
Departed was mirth and revelry ; 

Now the trumpet's alarms, 

Call each ** lance-knecht '* to arms, 
To rescue the flower of chiyalry . 

Bathed in tears 

Lady Hulda appears, 
And loudly proclaims the yow, 

That whoerer should save 

Debonair the brave, 
On her broad lands of the Rhinegau, 

Should from her obtain 

A knightly domain ; 
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But that, on his shield, 
A falcon in flight. 
And a following knight. 

Should appear in azure field ; 
And the motto should be, 
** I restore him to thee I'* 



It needed not the pledged reward 

To hasten all, save corps of guard. 

To seek a monarch, just and kind. 

Who goyerned through the heart and mind. 

Oh ! were all soyereigns thus inclined. 

They would find their strength in subjects' hearts. 

Not in wily statesmen's arts. 

Who, to gain power, would gladly sever 

Faith's bond, which both should bind for eyer. 

In room of state 
The ladies sate. 
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But one was there not found : 
Fair Hulda's feet awept, 
As impatient she stepped, 

The dew from the lawn around. 
Now sudden she paused 
At noise, only caused 

By the wild deer's jovial bound : 
Now her way resumed. 
As the cause she presumed 

Of the rapidly fleeting sound ; 
And oft she pressed 
Her hands to her breast. 

High swelling with painful thought. 
And dread undefined, 
Which oppressed her mind. 

That her fate was with evil fraught. 



Now approaching fleet, she hears 
Horse's tramp, whilb hopes and fears 
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Seem to root her to the place. 
With gazing eye and anxious face. 
Brightly on their armour shines 

The moonlight, heaming soft and clear. 
As, emerging from dark shading pines, 

A knight and charger now appear. 
Hulda, in accents of despair. 
Exclaimed, " It is not Debonair ! ** 
As, of her presence now aware. 
He curbed his charger's wild career. 
And gently drew to the lady near ; 
Then^ bowing low, bis hand he prest 
Gracefully upon his breast, 
While his plume swept o*er his charger's crest; 
Then quickly bounding firom his seat, 
Hulda salutes with reyerence meet ; 
]^ut she, too anxious time to waste 
In compliments, inquired in haste, 
** Sir Rudolph of the Bleeding Heaxt, 
What tidings have you to impart ? 
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Tell me quickly, say, oh ! say, 
Why doth Debonair thas stay ? 
Where tarries he? now speak,! pray." 



He of the bleeding heart replied, ; 
As, with jealous glance, he eyed 
The lady thus her pain declare. 
And proYe to him that Debonair 
In her heart more interest held 
Than Rudolph, Count of Elberfeld.— 
Fair Hulda was, for many a year, 
To his noble heart most dear ; 
And though his suit he often pressed, 
The lady neYer had expressed 
Aught that to his mind could proYe 
Accepted or rejected loYe. 
Mayhap she played that heartless game, 
Practised oft by maid or dame : 



I 
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With syren art, and studied pains. 
To keep a loyer in their chaina— 
On whom theji could again retreat. 
Should they disappointment meet. 
And their fate its aid refuse 
To prosper more ambitious news. 



•• Lady," he said, ** I can naught record 
Of wherefore tarries my liege lord. 
From the fruitless search of whom 
To thee, fail Hulda, now I come ; 
Thou scarcely wilt my tale believe — 

A tale which sure thy heart must grieve 

« 

That while my duty I pursued, 
I high in air a falcon viewed. 
Struggling, as it seemed, with death, 
While still remained a parting breath. 
Thitherwards its flight to bend, 
But soon its struggles found an end ; 



For, beaten down by death's last blowi 

It lighted on my saddle bow ) 

And as its ejes it dying closed, 

To my astonished sight disclosed 

That its collar of pure gold 

With thy name and crest was scrolled, 

And that the unerring dart 

Of Debonair had pierced its heart. 

Now, lady, I return to you, 

Thy falcon as a knight more true 

Than he, whoe'er he be, who could 

Transfix thy falcon true and good." 

Blanched is her cheek. 

As Hulda's eyes seek 
The proof of Bndolph's word ; 

Speechless she stands. 

As, from his hands. 
She receives the poor slain bird ; 

She wared an adieu. 

As quickly she flew 
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To her lonely castle bower^ 

Where, by tears relieved, 

Yet still she grieyed 
At the solemn midnight hour. 

Altho* her heart 

Took but little part 
In the fate of her fayourite dead ; 

0*er mortified pride 

She sorrowed and sighed, 
And for these her ambitious heart bled! 

She was agonized, 

That the bird she prized. 
By the giver's hand was slain ; 

And with womanly tact. 

She thought that the act 
Was a proof, alas I too plain. 

That if love his heart warmed. 

He ne*er could have harmed 
The bird that was given in love ; 
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But with steadfast will, 
She hoped yet still 
The monarch's heart she might move. 



Now loud acclaim and trumpets sound 
Announced the beloved monarch found. 
Hulda's resolve was quickly made, 
No longer in her bower she staid, 
Fearing she should come too late. 
To welcome him at castle gate ; 
With tearful eye and flowing hair 
She met the gallant Debonair ; 
The falcon bathed in crimson gore, 
Close to her bosom pressed she bore. 

Knew I a man with heart of steel, 
Who beauty's sorrows could not feel, 
But calmly looked on woman's tears. 
Whether shed in love, in grief, or fears ; 
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Had he the world within his grasp, 
I would shun him like the deadly asp. 



O ! loYely woman, pnre and mild, 
Nature's sweet and gentle child. 
If, sometimes, thou art led astray 
From thy destined heavenly way. 
Let not the fault to thee be given. 
Nor, impious, charge it to high heaven ; 
On man, ungrateful man ! it falls — 
For vengeance on his head it calls. 
Who knows not how heaven's gift to prize, 
Or seems that blest gift to despise ; 
For, as the climbing rose is twined. 
So could he train the female mind. 
If gently, kindly, fondly led, 
Its radiance on life's path to shed. 
And with flowers of roseate hue. 
And odours sweet, that path to strew ! 



• 
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Hulda a mother's care ne'er knew, 

To guide her infant mind, 
As cruel death, even at her birth. 
Deprived her of that stay on earth ! 
She beauteous as the lily grew. 

Stately, proud, yet kind ; 
Prone to receive impressions new, 

And sway'd by every wind. 
Until it was her father's will. 
Ambitious purpose to fulfil. 
And, in her youthful mind instil. 
Worldly wisdom, heartless, cold, 
Ambitious views and projects bold ; 
Her thoughts he taught her to disguise. 
Nought but rank and splendour prize. 
All tender feelings to despise. 
All winning arts by which the fidr. 
The manly heart are wont to ensnare : 
And thus did he her mind prepare 
To win a crown and Debonair ! 



t 
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And now at oonrt, midst beauties rare, 
Hulda was the fairest there. 
Her father saw, with hope and pride. 
That none were found who with her vied. 



Amongst the band of courtiers gay, 
Who graced the list of chivalry. 
Was Hudolph, Count of Elbenfeld, 

Who long had bowed at Hulda's shrine: 
By him imperial fiefs were held 

On the loYely banks of Hhine, 
And neighbouring castle, Ehrenstein, 

In lorJly grandeur stood, 
Its sunny slopes clothed by the vine. 

Its summits by green wood. 
From the lands of Chronstein, 
Hulda's race, of princely line. 

Their rank and title bear. 



W*: 



Here Hulda first and Budolph met, 
Hence Budolph parted with regret- 
But Hulda shed no tear ; 
She prest his hand, and sweetly smiled. 
And Budolph's heart was thus beguiled 
"With hopes of love returned ; 
But that hand was false that prest, 
The beaming eye, that love expressed. 
And flame, which never burned, 
We have seen at court of Debonair, 
How met the ill-assorted pair. 



Hulda, in soft and languid tone. 
Thus welcomed him to share, whose throne 
Was her life's sole bent and aim, 
Her waking thought, her nightly dream — 
" Oh ! thou pride of chivalry's flowers, 
Sadly passed the sorrowing hours 
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In dread, in overwhelming fears. 
In heartfelt sighs, in floods of tears, 
Since thy rapid courser's flight 
Too swiftly bore thee from my sight ; 
But in this moment of delight, 
I forget all sorrows gone ; 
These tears I shed are tears of joy. 
Of ecstasy, without alloy, 
I think of thee alone. 



But say, now, noble Debonair 
Why died the bird, which to thy care 
Was given in faith and love ? 
Why was the deadly arrow sped ? 
Say, why my falcon's blood was shed ? 
Why fell he from above ?" 
The monarch stood by Hulda*s side. 
Nor did his conscience fail to chide. 
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While tearful, her eyes with his now met, 
He looked on her with deep regret ; 
Nor conld his manly gentle soul 
His kindly feeling now control ; 
He sought the falling tears to dry 
He had caused to flow from woman's eye ; 
His charger's rein to a page he threw. 
As her arm, in his he gently drew — 
Attention, then, from all he prayed, 
And thus addressed the nohle maid, 
Besolved to heal that wounded pride, 

9 

Which Hulda's art had failed to hide : 



** Countess," he said, •* of Ehrenstein, 
The knightly duty now is mine. 
Apology to make to you 
And state why I your falcon slew : 
Lady, the bird I gave to thee 
Was not worthy thine to be ; 
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He led thy knight from thee astray, 

Through endless wilds, far, fsLt away, 

Nor would repeated call obey ; 

And, striking not at a noble prey, 

Falsely pursued a milk-white dore — 

Meet emblem of eternal love. 

I sped the bolt— the caitiff fell : 

Thou sure wilt say I acted well ; 

But, if offence to thee I gave. 

On bended knee I pardon crare ; 

And if, to-morrow, thou wilt deign 

To prove my fSalconry again, 

Let the choice be only thine, 

The mischance be no longer mine." 

Now ensued respectful pause. 

Followed by murmurs of applause ; 

While, from ladies' lips now fell, 

The words, ** Sir knight, thou hast acted welL" 

Ilulda looked love, and thus replied 

To Debonair, in female prida,: 
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** Sir knight, firee pardon now I give — 
The falcon died, that love might live. 
Oh ! may it prove an omen bright, 
That in lore thou wilt be as faithful, knight. 
As brave thou hast proved in deadly fight. 
Oh ! hadst thou brought the dove to me, 
Which was my right in chivalry. 
No falcon that ere winged its flight 
Had given me such pure delight. 
As the gentle dove to cherish, 
Which now, alas 1 is left to perish 1 
But, perhaps. Sir knight, to its mistress fair, 
You returned the dove with courteous care, 
Whilst my falcon, true to the death. 
Fled to me with parting breath !" 
The monarch, who, but ill could brook 
The jealous and inquiring look 

Which Hulda now upon him cast. 
Cried, *tis peace, now, noble maid, 
Our quarrel's o'er, our feud is staid ; 



• 
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And thus I seal jour pardon passed. 
Hulda*8 cheeks, with crimson hue, 
Were deep suffused as near he drew. 
And pressing each, with gallant air, 
She felt the lips of Debonair ; 
Then bowing low, he sought repose. 
And dreamed of Hildesheim*s sweet rose. 



Fair Hulda went in vain to rest. 
Jealous thoughts inflamed her breast : 
With woman's eye she had plainly seen 
That Louis, with embarrassed mein. 
Explained the cause of his delay, 
And thought there lurked a mystery 
Beneath the part that he had told, 
Which prudence warned him to withhold ; 
The tale of milk-white dove had brought 
Love and a lady to her thought. 
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If closed her eyes in fererish sleep, 
She quickly waked again to weep ; 
Then, before her mind's eye shone, 
A beauteous rival on the throne I 



They who the live long night hare pined 

In deep agony of mind, 

Can truly feel the sweet relief 

From waking thoughts or slumbers brief ; 

When the roseate tints of mom 

First the mountain tops adorn ; 

Or, when sighing o*er the vale. 

Its fragrant breath we first inhalof 

So Hulda felt, as dawned the light 

At length upon her longing sight. 



She summoned now her wardrobe maid. 
By whose advice and skilful aid 
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She hoped such costume she might choose 

As suited her ambitious views, 

And that she should not sue in vain 

The monarch's notice to obtain. 

Selecting, then, a neglige, 

Tastefully formed, a la niobe, 

Hulda, in the saloon appears, 

A niobe without her tears ; 

But her pale cheek and languid eye. 

The sorrowing glance, the gentle sigh, 

On the brave but tender heart 

Of Louis acted well their part ; 

He sought her sorrow to solace. 

To draw % smile to beauty's face. 

While his thoughts still fondly roved 

To the forest rose, his well-beloved I 



Oh 1 lovely woman, couldst thou feel 

The wounds which pierce, like blade of steel, 
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The manly heart which loves to madness ; 

Oh ! couldst thou know that deep, deep sadness 

Which true lover's heart oppresses. 

When she, who his whole soul possesses, 

With bosom cold as Alps' glaciers, 

Flays with his feelings, hopes, and fears, 

And feigning love, which ne'er was felt. 

Yet seeming is its flame to melt, 

A false light shows on &tal rock, 

Kegardless of the shipwreck's shock, 

To one who, in fond faith believed. 

And finds himself by thee deceived ; 

Oh ! surely couldst thou these discover. 

The pangs of thy devoted lover. 

Thou wouldst cast aside disgraceful art. 

And act a nobler, worthier part. 

With folded arms, and 'air intent. 
His speaking'eyes on Hulda bent, 
His noble form on pillar leant. 
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Stood Kudolph of the bleeding heart, 
Beady to go, jet loath to part : 
His person clasped in armour bright, 
A withered rosebud struck the sight, 
Placed beneath his heron's plume ; 
And, on his brow, was seen the gloom 
Of hopeless love, and deep despair, 
And reckless deed was painted there. 
Now was ended the repast, 
And Hulda near to Rudolph passed, 

" One word," he cried, ** now countess fair :" 
She left the arm of Debonair, 
And gentle glance on Hudolph cast ; 
She recked not that it was the last. 

'* Hulda, once to me most dear : 
Not once / for, ah 1 I feel it here ; »* 
And Hudolph's hand on his heart was placed ; 

** For never canst thou be effaced 
From the mirror, pure*and true. 
Of this breast, which sees but only you. 
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In happier hours, this rose you gave, 
With me it shall seek a foreign grave, 
And when thou hear'st that Saracen's blade 
Has laid me low, then seek that shade 
Where first shone love's ambrosial morn ; 
Perhaps thy bosom thou'lt adorn 
With one slip from cypress tree ; 
Perhaps one sigh you'll breathe for me." 
Then, bowing low, his way he sped 
To court-yard, where his charger, led 
By faithful squire, fierce champed his bit. 
His eyes by martial ardour lit ; 
Then to the saddle lightly bounding, 
Soon the war-steed's hoofs, rebounding. 
Sounded dismal, dull, and drear, 
As they struck on Hulda's ear. 
She hastened to the lofty tower, 
Which rose above the ladies' bower ; 
And, as she saw the sunbeam glance 
On Rudolph's armour, shield, and lance. 



She heaved a sigh, she shed a tear, 
As if she wept upon bis bier. 



Id lordly sports and tournament, 
Alternately, the days were spent. 

With chase and falconry ; 
The evenings, in the banquet hall, 
Followed by a courtly ball 

Or pageant, grand and gay. 
But Hulda marked, and Hulda mourned, 
That Louis oft went, and oft returned 

At evening's latest hour ; 
And sore she grieved, 
For her heart believed 

He wooed in a lady's bower : 
For with him went neither knight nor squire, 

He rode out all alone ; 
And they too justly feared his ire, 

To question where he had gone. 
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Hulda made a firm resolve 
The monarch's secret now to solve, 
Whilst she endeavoured to efface, 
By each winning art and grace, 
The impression, which some rustic fair, 
She deemed, had made on Debonair. 
Dark thoughts her jealous mind engage : 
To her bower she calls her trusty page. 
Imparting to that faithful youth — 
To her attached in love and truth — 
Instructions, which, alas ! too well 
This tale of hapless love will tell. 



Too swiftly fly the ambrosial hours, 

When lovers meet in roseate bowers ; 

All nature's sweets seem doubly sweet, 

When two genial hearts there meet : 

Even the heavenly vault of blue 

Seems to assume a brighter hue ; 

o 



1 
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The love-note of the nightingale, 

The odours of the flowers we inhale, 

The wood-dove's soft and gentle cooing, 

"While his mate he's fondly wooing ; 

Anrora's rosy dawn appearing, 

The mid-day sun, still bright and cheering, 

Eve, with gentle charms endearing. 

Still are more sweet, more heavenly clear, 

When the soul's ideal's near. 

Thus Julia felt, and Debonair, 

That matchless, fond, and faithful pair. 



The frequent visits Louis paid 
To his lovely forest maid. 
Caused their plighted faith and love- 
By angels registered above ; 
Now, by the mutual change of rings, 
And forms used at affiancings, 
To assume a tinge of earthly things ; 
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The knight had all just doubts removed, 
And, by imperial rescript, proved 
That his banner, when unfurled. 
Shone bright and spotless on the world. 
He said, a solemn tow he had made, 
To try his fate, and trusty blade. 
In the coming grand crusade ; 
And now his truth he wished to plight, 
That hope might strengthen him in fight. 
If, in victory's arms again he came, 
Fair Julia's hand he then might claim ; 
Whilst his war-cry still should be, 
** Hildesheim's Bose and Victory." 



The hour of bliss, the hour of joy. 
Of happiness without alloy. 
Had now arrived, when, love confessing. 
The lovers sought the parents' blessing. 
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In forest hall, love's altar placed, 
With rose and myrtle garlands graced, 
The room adorned with simple taste ; 
And now the mystic rings are brought, 
With lovers* fate so deeply fraught. 
By gentle maids, whose bridal song 
Was chaunted as they passed along ; 
Julia, mingling smiles with tears, 
Led by her mother, now appears ; 
Her father handed Debonair : 
At the altar stand the happy pair. 
Now the knight, with gracious look, 
The bridal rings from bridesmaid took, 
The gems were rare, and pure, and bright ; 
But purer those which dimm'd the sight 
Of the lovely maid and gallant knight. 
As on her hand, as lily fair. 
The ring was placed by Debonair. 
Her trembling frame could scarce fulfil 
The task, tho* pleasing to her will : 
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Her cheeks with maiden blushes burned, 
As love's true pledge she now returned ; 
And the knight, enraptured, sips 
Ambrosial sweets from Julia's lips ! 



Her parents' blessing then was given, 
With tearful eyes, implored from heaven ; 
And thrice did Julia's dove then flit 
Around, and on their joined hands lit. 



Now, in joyful groups, advance 
The forest maids, in costume gay ; 

And, bearing wreaths of roses, dance 
In honour of the happy day. 

Three nymph-like forms, with native grace, 

On Julia's head a crown then place 

Of roses, myrtle, violet blue, 

With ribbon bound of azure hue ; 



Whilst, with voices soft and sweet, 
Tims tliD affianced pair the; greet : 
" Oil, hiippj iiour ; oh, liour of J07, 
Wlieo Cupid smiles — that rosy boy^ 
Because his dart boa sped j 
And Venui rising from licr bed, 
Od ocean's vhite- wreathed shore i 

Sly, laugbing, Cupid'a deed approves, 
And lovera raores to love the more, 

And smiles upoD their lores. 
Uh, may she. to this gentle pair — 
The goUant knight and lovely fair- 
Love's purest, choicest, charms extend ; 
May rosea sweet their paths still strew— 
May cloudless skiea, filth's balmy dew. 

Their way through life attend. 
Ever may you happy prove. 
You peerless ones, in hope and luve ; 
May your faith, so fondly plighted, 
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Ne*er by cruel fate be blighted ; 
And when m Hymen's bands united, 
May those bands, till life's term closes, 
Prove sweet bands of love and roses. 
For you, with mystic rites, we wove. 
Sacred to Venus and to love, 
A wreath in which are all combined — 
Love, faith, and purity of mind ; 
The orange bloom may you soon find, 
Which Hymen to this wreath has joined : 
May nought on earth your union sever — 
Venus joined with Hymen ever !" 



And now, beneath the forest shade 
Were the festive tables laid ; 
And mirth and glee, and lovers' smile, 
And friendship pure, devoid of guile ; 
The fiow of soul, the bond of truth, 
Cheered the aged, and charmed the youth. 
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Tlie feast was past : sweet mnsic's sound 
Calls some to dance the mazy round ; 
Others, to join in raral play. 
And all were happj, blithe, and gay. 
Light was the elastic g^reensward pressed 
By the affianced pair, now truly blessed ; 
Forgetting the world, and all its cares. 
Its false, false smiles, its hidden snares. 



The ways of heaven we dare not scan ; 
But say, oh 1 say, thou mortal man, 
To whom was given immortal soul 
And mind, to fly from pole to pole. 
Why grovellest thou, like creeping thing, 
Seeking thy fellow-man to sting ; 
Why follow not the voice from above. 
Which says, " I am the God of love ?" 
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In this abode of peace, alas ! 
A serpent glided in the grass. 
Hulda's page, who, o'er mountain pass, 
Forest dark, and deep morass, 
Had traced the route of Debonair, 
Disguised as peasant girl, was there. 
And amongst the group was seen 
Of maids assembled on the green, 
•Unnoticed, had a witness been 
Of all the interesting scene. 
True to his mistress, he deplored 
The affiancing of his liege lord ; 
Yet still he was a gentle youth, 
His heart was pure, his mind was truth ; 
And, in its truth, that mind had said. 
That Julia was a peerless maid. 
In form, in feature, and in air, 
Worthy the love of Debonair, 
But Hulda's image soon returned, 
■ His eyes flashed fire, his bosom burned ; 
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He thought of her, and of her grief: 
In quick retreat he sought relief ; 
Useless was now a longer stay — 
Then to the castle bent his way. 

I would rather death before me see. 
Than the tortures of uncertainty 
Endure, with all its killing pangs, 
Its cruel doubts, its deadly fangs ; 
I would rather mount the ocean wave. 

When howling tempests roar. 
And all its raging terrors bravd? 

Than linger on the shore 
In hope, and doubt, and fear ; 
I would rather hear my fatal doom. 
Consigning me to the cold tomb. 

Pronounced by her most dear. 
Than, like a withering autumn flower. 
Clinging still to beauty's bower. 
Shed the unmanly tear. 
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I would rather die by foeman's hand, 
Far awaj from native land, 
Than pine, the slave of a coquette, 
Although my heart can ne'er forget. 
Budolph's mind such bent now took, 
As he cast a fond, a parting look, 
On scenes he ne'er again might view, 
And sighed a long, a last adieu ! 



Hulda's fieelings, though intense, 
Take we in another sense 

To those which preyed on Rudolph's mind ; 
His bleeding heart, on blue ground floating 
On unfurled banner true, denoting 

That peace on earth he ne'er could find ; 

■ 

That faithless woman a wound had given. 
Which only could be healed in heaven. 
But Hulda's grief had earthly source — 
Slight were her feelings of remorse ; 
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That by false fleeting hopes and smiles, 
Her winning arts, her female wiles ; 
A noble heart she had gained and emshed ; 
For this, alas ! her cheeks ne'er blushed. 
She grieved that, bj despair now led, 
Rudolph from her chains had fled ; 
That if in higher views now crossed. 
All hopes of gaining him were lost ; 
Yet, by female pity moved 
Fgr him who fondly, truly loved — 
She thought of him, on battle plain. 
By Saracen's cruel weapon slain — 
This gave even her cold bosom pain. 
These feelings oft sl^e tried to calm. 
But could not silence conscience qualm ; 
Repentance came, but when too late. 
That she had driven him to his fate ! 

As greater evils, oft we find. 
Drive the lesser from our mind ; 
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So none can say the worst they have seen, 
Whilst acting on earth's chequered scene. 
Budolph's image quickly yanished, 

From the fickle Hulda's thought ; 
By ambitious views now banished 

As the forest path she sought, 
Her anxious feelings to assauge, 
By watching for her faithful page ; 
Burning, the result to know. 
Whether bringing weal or woe. 
The page his female garb had changed. 

For silken doublet, cap, and plume ; 
And, by circuitous paths, had ranged 

The forest's deepest gloom ; 
Fearing, that on the beaten way. 

He might wily courtiers meet. 
Who his secret would betray — 

He urged his courser fleet. 
In full career, o'er mountain steep, 
Down ravines, with chasms deep ; 

H 
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Through mountain torrents, wildly foaming, 

Till, in his View, the castle coming. 

Deep sorrow marked his youthful face, 

And, grieying, he approached the place ; 

For there he must a tale impart. 

He deemed would rend the gentle heart 

Of one who, in innocence of mind, 

He thought the best of womankind. 

O'er tales of love his soul would melt — 

The fabled lovers' sorrows felt; 

And now for his mistress kind he mourned. 

Imagining that true love burned 

In her bosom fair, for a faithless one, 

And he knew her hope for ever flown. 

Hulda's graceful form he sees, 
Beneath a shady group of trees ; 
Then, in mournful voice, he said, 
** These weeping willows over-head 
Say, too true, that hope is fled ; 
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Day of grief, oh ! hapless hour ! 
But, lady, in thy lonely bower, 
'Twere meeter that thou shouldst discoTer 
The falsehood of thy royal lover." 
Hulda, in silenc^ pressed his hand. 
And looked to her page a soft command 
His courser to court-yard to lead. 
And follow to her bower with speed. 
Hither did Hulda now retreat, 
And soon the page knelt at her feet ; 
His hands his gentle bosom pressed. 
His eyes deyotion pure expressed, 
(It seemed as if an angel kneeled,) 
And to Hulda the sad tale revealed. 
Hulda moved not from the place. 
And death's hue tinged her beauteous face 
Her features fixed as chiselled stone. 
Her eyes retailed their power alone. 
As, glowing, on her page they shone. 
Like sunbeam in the torrid zone ; 
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For well she knew that in her train, 
Tho' numerous, she might search in vain 
For one, who, true even to the death. 
Would bless her name with parting breath. 
Her hands she placed on hi^fair head. 
On them a flood of tears she shed ; 
And sobbing, cried, ** Thou faithful youth. 
May heaven reward thy love and truth I * 



As in the sultry summer days, 

Two surcharged clouds appear. 
Veiling from earth the sun's clear rays. 

And thunders loud we hear. 
Till, attracted by the electric power. 

The thrilling clouds unite, 
Then falls the sweet refreshing skower — 

Again the sun shines bright : 
- Thus did their mingling tears assuage 
The griefs of Hulda and her page. 
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Pride now coming to her aid, 
Stately rose the noble maid — 
Countess of Ehrenstein again. 
In fixed resolve, in mind and mien ; 
And, on her piyrpose firm intent. 
Her willing page with haste was sent 
To her father, with the prayer 
That he would to her bower repair ; 
And the confessor of Debonair 
Persuade to meet him quickly there. 
Weary did the time appear, 
Until she heard their footsteps near. 



And, boding evil, passing common, 
In conclave met priest, courtier, woman. 
Her father s anger knew no bound. 
When he his favourite project found 
In peril, now to fall to ground ; 
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And to his daughter's well-laid scheme. 

With statesman's aid and wisdom came ; 

The priestly help was hard to gain. 

And Hulda could but ill contfdn 

Her indignation, from the sight 

Of the wily hypocrite ; 

And thus she used her mother wit : 



** Oh ! reverend sir, you'll surely lend 
Your aid, the monarch's mind to bend 
From paths of ruin and disgrace ; 
Who, in delirium wild, would place 
A low-born maiden on that throne. 
Which can, by right, be shared alone 
By one of ancient ancestry — 
Not with a creature of to-day. 
Tlie maid is fair, the danger great, . 
That danger we must boldly meet ; 
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Permit, sir priest, that I disclose 
The plan I venture to propose : 
Lonis, under vow, now stands. 
Crusade to join in holy lands ; 
No time is left for us to waste — « 
His confessor must now urge haste. 
Over his mind thou hast control ; 
Urge that the safety of his soul 
Requires that he, without delay. 
To Palestine should speed away : 
Ahsence will estrange his mind, 
From the simple maid he leaves hehind ; 
And thou, his confidant and clerk. 
Thou must his correspondence mark ; 
And all billets from his fair. 
As in duty bound, with care 
Conceal from gallant Debonair ! 
All those he may to her address, 
Thou must as carefully suppress ; 
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Thus to both it soon will seem 
Their love was but delusiye dream. 
From thee I cannot now disguise 
That my earthly hope all lies 
In gaining him, for whom I die — 
With whom I would bless even poverty ! 
Gold has no charms I know for thee, 
Unless to give in charity ; 
To gratify this wish so pure, 
If empress, I to thee ensure 
A hundred thousand dollars told. 
And to thee paid in sterling gold ! 
Tho' no one of ambitious views 
Thy meek spirit can accuse, 
Yet, to give a wider sphere. 
Where thy virtues may appear, 
Munster's prince bishop thou shalt be, 
If the imperial throne is shared by me." 
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Her father's eyes with pride now shone, 

As if he saw Hulda on the throne ; 

He pledged his knightly word and faith, 

Ever kept, even to the death. 

His daughter's promise to fulfil. 

With heart and hand, and true good will. 

The smiling priest gave this reply : 

** Lady, you may on me rely ; 

It is my duty, and good deed, 

The monarch in true path to lead. 

I gold and worldly rank despise, 

Yet, from your gift good may arise ; 

For holy mother church, therefore, 

I take from thee the worldly store ; 

To Debonair I hasten now, 

To press on him his sacred vow." 

The priest then thither bent his way, 

Leaving his benedicit^ 

On the count and his fair daughter. 

Intent on sending men to slaughter. 
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The count and Hulda now agreed 
On measures, such as time of need, 
Which called forth all their energy, 
They deemed adyisable to be. 



In the foresfs peaceful shade 
We left the monarch and the maid : 
The bond of love, with roses sealed, 
No tender feeling now concealed — 
Loye, in its purest form, revealed. 
But, alas ! it is the mortal doom, 
From childhood to the cold, cold tomb. 
That sorrows ever quickly press 
On moments of pure happiness. 
They who ne'er the torture knew. 
When fiite compels to say adieu ; 
Two lovers, faithful, fond, and true. 
Even though they feel the sweet solace — 
The hope they part but for short space. 



1 
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Cannot even comprehend 

The feelings which their hearts now rend, 

As they find the time so nigh, 

When the knight from love and peace must fly. 

Ye gentle lovers, who have felt 

Your swelling hearts within you melt. 

Your very souls amalgamate, 

When forced to part by cruel fate — 

To you I need not f jirther dwell 

On feelings which you know too well. 

When breathing the sad word, farewell ! 

He's gone, and Julia, like a rose 

Bending under summer shower, 

Hears his last footstep, as he goes. 

Then, grieving, flies to silent bower. 



Louis, in his hall of state^ 
Now in sombre silence sat : 
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* 



Flown was the cheerful air and grace, 
Wont to brighten all the place. 
Some whispered, with mysterious air 
' The cause — that Hulda was not there ; 
Whilst others sought that cause to find 
In secret love, which moved his mind. 
They had not failed oft to remark 
He went at noon, returned when dark. 
The keen-eyed monarch, soon aware, 
From the studied mien and looks of care. 
That courtly mirth no more was there, 
Again assumed a cheerful air ; 
He pledged them all in cup of wine. 
Of ancient date, from banks of Rhine : 
Then asked the Count of Ehrenstein, 
Why, midst the brilliant assembly. 
Its brightest gem he did not see ; 
The count to Debonair explained, 
Rejoiced, by chance, that thus he had gained 
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The means to practise plans deep laid. 

By courtier's art and lady's aid, 

The noble heart of Debonair 

In their meshes to ensnare. 

He said, " My daughter is unable. 

This day, to grace the imperial table, 

As grief has on a sick bed laid 

The loyal and devoted maid. 

She learns your mind is firmly bent — 
Nay, that it is your fixed intent. 
Pursuant to the vow you have made, 
The yan to lead of the crusade ; 
And, weeping now, fair Hulda lies. 
Whilst, deeply sorrowing, thus she cries :. 
* If, pierced by wounds, brave Louis dies, 
Then ended are my destinies. 
Oh, dreadful thought ! oh, hour of woe! 
Why will the cruel monarch go ? 

His lion heart he well has proved 

Would that he truly, fondly loved ; 
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He would not thus leave in despair 
The maid who dies for Debonair.' " 



Whilst thus the count to Louis spoke, 
It was as if a deadly stroke 
Had pierced Ms brave, but tender heart : 
He felt from Julia he must part. 
•* Count," he cried, " full well I know 
Obedience to my vow I owe ; 
The battle field is a home to me — 
I have e'er been crowned with victory ; 
Rather would I its perils prove. 
Than bid adieu to her I love ;" 
The monarch had nearly now betrayed 
His secret love for forest maid. 
He hastily rose, and, on his brow, 

Was marked displeasure, joined to pain; 
He coldly said, ** I will keep my vow, 

Tho* death await on battle plain." 
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Louis possessed a judgment bright. 

And read men's hearts as quick as light, 

Which, on the mid-day sunbeam dances. 

And into deepest Tallies glances. 

He saw through Hulda's arts and wiles — 

Her half-drawn sighs, her studied smiles — 

Perceived tliat the ambitious maid 

Had now called in her father's aid. 

He felt indignant at the scheme 

She had laid to gain the diadem ; 

Yet feared to show his rising ire. 

And thought it prudent to retire ; 

Then, coolly to the count he bowed — 

Kindly parted from the crowd 

Of courtiers, while he prayed that they 

Would pass the time in revelry. 

Now, in solitude, he thought 

Of one, who ne'er could be forgot ; 

And that soon must come the time 

To leave the rose of Hildesheim I 
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That thought was torture to his mind ; 
Nor could he other comfort find 
Than, that when £rom war he came. 
Fresh laurels added to his fiune, 
Rapturously he would disclose 

His rank and title to his rose; 

To her, who lore and fluth could plight 

To him, she deemed a simple knight ! 



If ought on earth is worthy hate, 
'Tis when religion is perrerted 
To wicked purposes of state ; 

'Tis pure Christianity inverted, 
Which teaches love to aU mankind, 
And heavenly purity of mind. 
When will hypocrites then cease, 
Profane to mar the word of peace ? 
When will the thunderbolt be hurled. 
To crush these demons of the worid ? 
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The entrance of the imperial page 

The monarch's thoughts now disengage 
From waking dreams of lore and glory, 

Like yaliant knight, in ancient story. 

The page announced to Debonair, 

That now awaiting entrance there 

Was he, who his conscience kept, and letters — 
' Such things are oft done by priests' betters. 

The confessor was ushered in. 

Anxious his good work to begin : 

With solemn f^e and downcast eyes, 

He begged the monarch to apprise. 

That, by mother church's laws — 

Which, in its rules, allow no flaws — 

Of the TOW he made on battle field, 

By holy cross upon his shield. 

That if that day he won the fight. 

His faith he solemnly did plight. 

Before had passed new moons nine. 

To make crusade to Palestine, 
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And that short time was left him now 
To fiilfil this solemn vow ! 



On the monarch's mind had dawned a lights 

But that gleam, so pure and bright, 

Clouded by superstition's night, 

Soon was lost to human sight ; 

Yet, like a comet which presages 

Coming good to following ages, 

In aftertimes it brightlj shone. 

And spread its rays from zone to zone ; 

For, even in his early youth. 

He had sought for pure and Christian truth ; 

"Not conld he even comprehend, 

How evil deeds in good could end ; 

Nor, how for sum of gold agreed. 

The immortal soul from guilt was freed I 



V" — 
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** Sir confessor/' was his reply, 

*• On my tow you may rely : 
But, were it to a peasant given, 
I would deem it registered in heaven. 
As if 'twere made by priestly rule, 
And confirmed by Papal bull. 
Now take thy place, and orders write. 
Such as I to thee indite — 
And may God defend the right — 
For, three days hence, 'tis my design. 
To lead my bands to Palestine. 
Thrice the holy father made 
The cross on breast, and, murmuring s£ud, 

*' In place of paters and ave-Marias, 
The monarch's mind has got a bias 
Which bodes no good to mother church. 
He soon would leave her in the lurch ;" 
Then took hi^ seat as secretary. 
Uttering low an ave-Mary ! 
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Stately war-steeds wildly praDcing, 
Lance and armour brightly glancing ; 
Armourer's hammer never ceasing, 
Bands of warriors still increasing ; 
Now resound to lady's bower, 
Who, in sorrow, count each hour. 
Dreading that which soon must sever 
Loving hearts, perhaps, for ever ; 
Whilst each for her knight prepares 
Such token as each warrior bears. 
To remind him he must faithful prove 
In absence to his lady love ; 
On crimson ground a scarf of gold. 
Fair Hulda's gentle hands unfold. 
Which, with studied air and grace. 
On Debonair she hoped to place. 



No more is heard the minstrel's voice — 
No more does happy love rejoice ; 
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The festive hall is silent, drear, 

Naught but whispered vow you hear, 

While frequent drops a hidden tear. 

The banquet was by Louis graced — 

Hulda, at his right hand, placed ; 

With sighs, and tears, and head reclined. 

She tried to impress on the monarch's mind. 

That, in hopeless love she pined. 

And by every art refined 

Sought devotion, thus to prove 

To love, the monarch's heart to move. 

But that heart — pure, true, and loving — 

Far in forest ¥rilds was roving ; 

Where his faithful forest-flower 

Awaited him, in fragrant bower ! 

Courteous, but cold, yet kindly still ; 

Anxious all duties to fUlfll 

Ever due by gallant knight. 

To each lady fair and bright. 



102 WILD FLOWERS FROM GERMANY. 

He led the countess from the hall. 
But, ah I no loving words then £a11 
From his lips, on Hulda's ear : 
She once again shed nature's tear. 
As her hand he gently pressed. 
And to all regret expressed 
That the festive seenes were passed. 
And this day was now the last, 
When, with kind and Mendlj greeting. 
Time allowed a hope of meeting : 
Then waving to all a kind adieu, 
The monarch retreated fh>m their view! 



Sorrows there are which words can't show. 

Nor human pen can paint ; 
Which follow mortals here below. 

And cause the heart to faint. 
When lovers part, but for a day» 

Keen is the grief they feel ; 
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But morning shines with cheering ray, 

But, ah ! it strikes like steel. 
When, in uncertainty, they sever. 
Perhaps, again, to meet, oh never ! 
Oh, maddening thought, to part for ever ! 



It had heen Louis's anxious care. 
The mind of Julia to prepare 
For the struggle which he knew 
Would come, when he must hid adieu 
To her, with whom his very soul 
With hers uniting, formed one whole. 
He tried his feelings to conceal. 
Thinking she still more would feel, 
Knowing the cruel agony 
He sought to hide from Julia's eye ; 
But there is a secret sympathy 
Which genial souls unite. 



And in rain may mortels try 

To stay its mystic flight ; 
And Jnlia blessed his noble mind, 
So fond, so tender, and so kind. 
Now was come that dreaded hoar. 
When Debonair, in woodland bower. 
From his gentle forest-flower, 

A last long leave must take. 
A signet ring to her he gare — 
It lies with Julia in the graye — 

In life she watched it for his sake. 
He, trembling, took her hand, and said, 
** Write oft to me beloved maid — 
Write to me my only love. 
Seal with this signet of a dove; 
To the emperor's suite attached. 
My answers shall be safe de8i)atched — 
Address to the knight of Elbe and Rhine, 
On crusade, in Palestine. 
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And now a boon I ask of thee. 
Sacred to lore and yictorj, 
Which, better fax than sword or shield. 
Shall guard me in the battle field ; 
That scarf, sweet maid, I ask from yon. 
Of roseate tint, true love's own hue, 
Which has thj lovelj bosom prest — 
Oh 1 may I soon be truly blest — # 

And on that hallowed place find rest ! 
Julia, with feelings of despair, 
Bound round the heart of Debonair, 
Of love this last, this mournful token. 
The offering of a heart near broken ; 
His arms her slender waist surround. 
When her loved form he lifeless found. 
Earnestly to heaven he prayed 
To comfort the afElicted maid. 
Who, fainting, in the arms he laid 
Of her mother, gentle, mild. 
Who to her bosom pressed her child ; 
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A soldier's tears bedewed her cbeek, 
He silent pressed her parent's hands, 

And death or glory now to seek. 
Bashed forth to lead his martial bands. 



Bainers in the sunbeam glancing, 
Gallant bands of knights advancing ; 
' Trumpets sounding loud and clear. 
Ladies shedding parting tear, 
Eeplace th6 castle's pageant gliy, 
And the huntsmen's rondelet. 
Hulda saw, with grief and pain. 
Mingled with anger and disdain. 
That the monarch's breast was graced 
With roseate scarf, by Julia placed ; 
Her faithful page his steps had traced. 
And his looks of sorrow seen, 
When parting from his soul's own queen. 
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The gold- worked scarf of gorgeous hue, 
O'er her arm she careless threw, 
And as the monarch now drew near, 
She shed on it a burning tear, 
Whether of love, or wounded pride, 
We leaye the ladies to decide. 



Fair ladies in the path now strewed 
Of Debonair, the braye and good. 
Laureates, with roses intertwined. 
Wishing him health, and peace of mind. 
And safe return in glory shining. 
To their hearts, for him repining. 
To all, with feeling bland and true. 
He bade affectionate adieu ; 
Kissed &ir Hulda's proffered hand. 

But noticed not the scarf she bore ; 
The feeling she could scarce command. 

Of heart thus wounded to the core ; 
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Yet wisdom, by her father taught. 
Caused her to conceal her thought, 
And bursting forth now quickly flow 
The tears of wounded pride — ^not woe. 
Louis on his charger sprang ; 
With flourish loud the trumpets rang. 
And acclamations rent the air. 
As yanwards dashed bold Debonair. 



On deeds of arms, 

On wars alarms, 
I need not long to dwell ; 

Of fierce crusade. 

Of Saracen's blade. 
We know the tale ftdl well ; 

Lays of bloodshed and of fear, 

Are not meet for lady's ear. 
For whom these lines I write ; 
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Gentle strains of loye and weeping, 

Of faithful lovers their yows keeping, 
For ladies fair I would indite ; 

Of broken hearts. 

And cupid's darts, 
And fragrant roseate bowers ; 

Of azure skies, 

Of lover's sighs. 
In sweet eve's magic hours ; 

Of mother's frowns, 

Of myrtle crowns. 
And of sweet orange flowers ; 

Oh I may each fair, 

As Debonair, 
Find lovers true till end of time ! 

And never prove 

The fatal love, 
Which blanched the rose of Hildesheim. 
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Froudly wared the cross of red. 
O'er holy Und of Palestine ; 

There many a gallant knight had bled, 
From silyer Elbe and golden Rhine-* 

Oft Debonair, with lion heart. 
Had brayed the Pajnim's &tal dart. 

And oft thro' armour, shield, and belt, 

The Saracen's heart his lance had felt. 

Months had passed thos under vow, 
A pensive cloud hung on his brow. 
And oft in solemn hours of night. 
By the moonbeam's softened light. 
When ceased was din and deadly fight. 
His wearied frame refused repose. 
His mind sought Hildesheim's sweet rose ; 
He felt a silent sorrow press 

Upon his manly heart. 
Which to none he could express. 

His grief to none impart 
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For oft, from distant fatherland. 

Arrived the swift courier, 
Yet still no token came to hand 

From her he held most dear ; 
And each returning, Louis deemed 

His vows to Julia hore. 
Of whom alone he thought, or dreamed 

On Asia's distant shore 1 



But ah I there was a creeping thing. 
With silver tongue and deadly sting; 
With venomed soul and gentle smile, 
Holj mein and heart of guile — 

Traitor, priest, and scrihe; 
One who true love could betray. 
Found means all letters to delay. 

Induced hy promised bribe. 



I 
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Rudolpb had, in holy land, 
Beckless proyed his trusty brand ; 
For life he cared not— 4eath he sought. 
As joined with foreign bands he fought. 
He now his Grerman brethren sought ; 
And the bleeding heart, on azure ground. 
There was proudly floating found. 
Budolph's miud could not upbraid 
Louis, because a faithless maid 
Had left him now in deep despair. 
To share the throne with Debonair ; 
Loyal whUe he drew life's breath. 
His motto—'* Faithful to the death." 



Land of the east, thy mountains high. 
Thy cedars pointing to the sky. 
Thy vineyards on the mountain side. 
Thy honey, which with Hybla's vied. 
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Thy groYes of oliYes and of dates. 

Thy fniitfol figs, thy pomgranates ; 

All, all, thou loYely Canaan 

Are rained by the will of man ; 

Yet still these blessings all were thine 

When crusaders came to Palestine ; 

And such were they when Debonair 

First inhaled thy ambrosial air. 

Now pilgrims, monks, and saYage hordes. 

Are, alternately, thy lords ; 

Thy gloTffi gone, thy beauty fled. 

All they are numbered with the dead. 

On whom such blessings heaYen shed. 



Bright shone the sun from eastern sky, 
On moimtain, Yalley, plain, 
On all that could delight the eye. 
Or man should wish to gain ; 
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Bat he, by evil spirit driren, 
Spurns the gift sent by high hearen, 
And, thirsting for fellow-creature's blood. 
Does evil, and then calla it good. 



On plains, where heavenly peace was taught. 
Scenes with mercy's feelingi fraught. 
Now stand two hosts, in deadly hate» 
The signal anxiously await 
For mortal combat, while they call. 
In different terms, the God of all. 
Who, tho' known by various name. 
Eternally remains the same. 
The crescent on the standard high 
Proclaims the bands of warriors nigh. 
Whose voices fierce now rend the sky. 
With cries of Allah and victory. 
As Saracens, of Mahomet's line. 
Possessors now of Palestine, 
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Brave, stout, and resolute, 
Besolved now to the death to fight 
For country, which they deemed their right. 

And each foot of ground dispute. 



The imperial standard there imfurled, 
Respected thro* the Christian world, 
And red cross o'er the heads proud waving 
Of men whose souls were fixed on braving 
Death, and every worldly loss. 
To plant in Palestine that cross ; 
Say that the opposing band, 
Crusaders are to holy land. 
Ten thousand warriors chant the hymn, 
'* Thou holy place, Jerusalem." 



The trumpet loud the signal sounds. 
The war-horse eager forward bounds 
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To join in issue diead ; 
And Debonair, in wild caieer. 
Whose heart lore felt, but never fear. 
Loudly uttered his war-cry — 
"Eor Hildesheim*s rose, death, or yictory,' 



The Saracens, by fury sped. 
And by Osman boldly led. 

Met the Christians on mid ground, 
like ocean's wave, while tempests roar. 
Breaking on an iron shore — 
Like the thunder's loudest peal. 
Was the crash of meeting steel — 

Sooth, 'twas a fearful sound. 



The &te of war oft changed that day. 
And eYening claimed no yictory ; 
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Where Osman fought, the Christian bled, 
Till Debonair a choice band led, 
B7 the crescent guided o'er his head, 
B7 banneret held to mark the spot, 
Where the noble Osman fonght. 
And qoicklj found the foe he sought. 



Neyer from the monarch's side. 
From morning until eren tide. 
Had Rudolph for a moment swerved ; 
Each coming blow he quick observed, 
And from Louis safely warded. 
Leaving his own heart unguarded. 
Wishing, that in wars fell chance, 
It might be pierced bj Paynim lance ! 



The chieftains met as warriors ought, 
With lion's courage both had fought, 
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Till Osman aimed a fatal blow. 
Which Debonair had sure laid low, 
Had not Hudolph, by a sudden bound, 
Saved his monarch and death found ; 
Louis fierce on Osman pressed, 
His blade now pierced his gallant breast. 
Who, on Allah, loudly cried, 
Besigned to him his soul, and died 1 



Tho* battle raged, kind Debonair 
Ordered that Budolph they should bear 
To the camp, and with all care 

The wounded knight attend 1 
Then giving his charger slackened rein, 
He rushed upon the foe again. 

And fought till the battle's end I 

Beport of Osman's death was spread — 
Panic 'Struck, the Moslems fied 
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In wild confusion o'er the plain ; 
Thousands in retreat were slain, 
Wlio coidd no place of refiige gain ; 
Night alone the slaughter ended, 
And the flying hosts befriended ; 
But full manj a Christian knight 
Saw no more the morning light ; 
Full manj with lore's last gift bound, 
Found a grave on foreign ground I 
And many a loying weeping maid. 
Who, for her loner's safety prayed, 
Soon, with broken spirit, mourned 
For him who ne'er to her returned I 



To camp repaired the Christian host. 
Sorrowing for the friends they had lost, 
Seeking the sufferings to allay 
Of those who wounded writhing lay. 
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Louis, bj gratitude now sped. 

Hastened to the djing bed 

Of Rudolph, who, his own blood shed 

His soYereign's life to save ! 

For thus the bleeding heart did prore 

True to his monarch and his lore. 

Faithful — loyal — ^brave I 



Louis gently took his hand 
And pressed it in his own ; 

He spoke of distant fatherland. 
And Rudolph's eyes now shone 

Like lambent flame of dying lamp. 

While on his brow was death's cold damp- 
Life's spark was nearly flown ; 

The voice is heard, his lips scarce move. 
Whispering, ** may Hulda happy be 
With you, but still remember me 

Who died for her and lore !" 





« 
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A light now flashed oa Louis's mind. 
Who ne'er before could reason find ; 
Who, for the cause had sought in vain, 
Which filled the bleeding heart with pain, 
Which, spite his efforts to conceal, 
'Twas eyident his mind must feel — 

And kindly thus he spoke : 
" Hulda neyer was loved bj me, 
M7 empress Hulda ne'er could be ; 

*Twere a too-galling yoke : 
I never loved her, as I live ; 
Never to her my hand will give ; 
My heart now dwells in forest shade ; 
I love a gentle forest maid.'* 



Now rallied Rudolph, and his strength 
A moment then returned ; 
When, in words drawn out at length. 
As his eyes with new fire burned — 
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He said, '* Oh I monarch, ever kind. 
Under my heron's plume you'll find 
(My last request, oh! hear in mind) 
A withered rose, and let it rest. 
When I go to join the hlest. 
On my true and faithful hreast. 
Let Hulda know the rose she gave 
Now lies with me in silent grave V* 
Now life was gone, this world was passed. 
The warrior gently hreathed his last. 

The ways of Providence are good. 
Though not hy mortals understood ; 
We all through a dark medium see. 
And hope for immortality ; 
Yet even on this earth, the ire 
Of heaven strikes with venging fire 
The hypocrite, the slanderer, liar. 
That the reptiles here below. 
The almighty power of God may know. 



I 
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The confessor had Eudolph shrived, 
Ere the monarch had arriyed, 
And let fall upon the ground. 
A letter, which now Louis found, 
Addressed as he, in happier time, 
Had taught the rose of Hildesheim; 
He to his marque went in haste. 
Nor did his trembling hands time waste 
The well known seal to sever ; 

Words cau*t express, 

His deep distress, 
Hope seemed now flown for ever ; — 
Julia's name he plainly traced, 
Tho' nearly by her tears effaced. 
The lines proved that the loving maid. 
Deeply deceived by treacherous aid. 
Had, with a trembling hand, indited 
The feelings of affection blighted I 
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** The heart which dictates this to thee, 

Soon shall beat no more ; 
And soon, from human form set free, 

M7 soul shall heavenwards soar. 
Ah, could jou, then, so soon forget, 
These hallowed shades, where first we met ; 
Where; in first-love's delicious hour. 
You Towed to me, in roseate bower. 
Love, even after death's dread hour, 
And called me your sweet forest-flower. 
Forgetest thou thy promise plighted. 
When you your fate to mine united. 
Canst thou forget, 'twas nearly death 

To me, when you and I last parted. 
Oh ! had love's sigh been my last breath, 

I had not lived thus broken-hearted. 
But, in eternity, had dreamed 
That thou wert true, as then you seemed. 
But, if a nobler maid possess ^ 

That heart which should be mine. 
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If, to thee, 'tis liAppiiiess, 
M7 claims I now resign. 

The sun shines 00 the heliotrope, 

She follows him without a hope. 

Till, withered in his heam ; 
Julia, thy heliotrope will be. 
Your forest rose will turn to thee. 

Till death ends love's fond dream. 

Bat, perhaps, I do thee wrong. 

Moved bj love, alas, too strong ; 

Perhaps on Palestine's cmei plain. 

Thou liest amongst the noble slain, 

And that thy heart was fond and true 

To her, who only lives for you : 

Who, buoyed by hopes, now racked by fears, 

Finds solace only in her tears. 

On the growing moon my eyes still feast. 

Because a symbol of the east ; 

In fancy, I see the crescent shi^e 

On Louis, now in Palestine ; 
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That, to him, it doable lustre shows, 
When thinking of his forest rose. 
But ah, how manj moons hare passed. 

And I hear not, love, from thee ; 
And well I feel this is mj last 

Farewell ; — ^remember me." 



The billet was read by Debonair, 
With feelings of a wild despair. 
As the thought his mind now crossed 
That Julia was for erer lost ; 
In soft and tender feeling first, 

The monarch seemed to melt. 
Followed hy furious passion's burst, 

As the treacherous act he felt, 
Which all his plans of future bliss — 
His fondest dreams of happiness — 

To the wild winds had hurled, 
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I 



And left him naught below to hope. 
In the now, to hing, drear scope 
Of this unhappy world. 



His Toice was nearly choaked with rage — 
He loudly called upon his page. 
In prompt attendance soon he stood. 
Astonished at the unusual mood 
Of Debonair, by all beloved ; 
Marvelling what his ire had moved. 
At length he saw the page was there. 
And shouted, ^* Bring me Satan here/*' 
The page stood still, as if transfixed, 
His staring eyes on Louis fixed ; 
He deemed him by delirium seized, 

Or, by sudden madness led. 
Soon from this dread his mind was eased, 

As Louis nuldly said — 
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** Pardon, the confessor I meant, 

They well together clasa ; 
Search him out with firm inten^ 

Even though he says the mass ; 
And, if obedience he refuse, 
Thou hast my orders force to use ; 
To take with thee, from guard du corps, 

The men-at-arms you need, 

And hither bring, with utmost speed. 
This traitor false and hoar." 
The page now made the sign of cross — 
To solve the mystery at a loss ; 
Then, with true and faithful will. 
Went, these orders to fulfil. 



The confessor, following the page, 
Unconscious of the tempest's rage, 
Which lowered above his head. 
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With holy mien, 
Now was seen. 

As, by the page he was led, 
Who, ushering him to Debonair, 
Bowed, retired, and left him there. 
As the lion views his destined prej. 

Cowering for a fatal spring. 
So did Louis the priest survey. 

And fiercely cried, " Thou creeping thing 1 
Me thou hast ofb confessed and shriven. 
Thou faithless messenger of heaven ! 
Now kneel thee down, confess to me : 
Sure as this trusty blade you see, 
K, to deceive me, you should think. 
That blade shall quick thy heart's blood drink ; 
Now kneel, sir priest, and instant tell 
How in your hands this letter fell ?" 
The priest, dismayed, the letter sees, 
And, conscience-struck, fell on his knees ; 
Then, cringing low to Debonair, 



I 

I 
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Prayed the monarch his life to spare, 
Vowing that all he would disclose, 
Of plots against the forest rose. 

'* Tour life I will spare, in faith and sooth,' 
Cried Louis, " if thou speakest the truth. 
All his doubts were now remoyed, 
That his confessor had traitor proved 
To him, and to the maid he loved. ■ 
He listened, with emotion deep — 
Scarcely could he patience keep 
To hear the tale to its end. 
He grieved to find that woman's heart 
E'er could act false Hidda's part. 
Joined with him he thought his friend — 
That he was by the priest deceived. 
Whom he so pure and good believed. 

" Arise, thou wretched man," he said ; 

** Unworthy to be numbered 
Amongst the ranks of Christianity, 
And still less its teacher be : 
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For His sake, who for all died,' 
I spare thy life, let him decide, 
When, before His judgment seat, 
What punishment for thee is meet ; 
But Germany pollute no more — 
Go ; penance do on foreign shore ; 

Begone, remove thee from my sight. 
Yet thou shalt have what is thy right. 
A heayy purse at his feet he threw, 
The confessor took it, and withdrew. 



Louis to council called each chief. 
And, in orders clear but brief. 
Declared an end of the crusade — 
A royal duke their leader made ; 
To him he gave the full command. 
The warriors to lead to fatherland! 
His Yow, he said, was now fulfilled. 
Enough of human blood was spilled 
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Even to satisfy the Pope, 
Who, from him no more might hope I 
Weighty affairs now called him hence, 
With all speed and diligence. 
He thanked them all for the display 
Of courage and of chivalry 
Shown by the sons of Germany ! 
Hoped soon in natiye marble hall. 
To meet his gallant warriors all. 
He then the last sad honours paid 
To Rudolph, on whose breast he laid. 
In his cold and foreign tomb, 
Hulda's rose, which caused his doom ! 
Then with a small, but chosen band. 
Swiftly he crossed the Holy Land, 
On his route to Germany, 
And soon he reached the Midland sea. 

Heaye anchor, now, thou bold corsair. 
Thy speediest canvass now prepare. 
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Oh I swift felucca, thou shalt bear 
Mind more noble, heart more.true. 
Than eyer placed a foot on you ! 
The imperial standard at mast-head 
Of the light barque was now displayed ; 
Now on the deck stood Debonair, 
The sky was clear, the wind was fair. 
He promised all a noble boon, 
If Aquilea they reached soon ; 
As earnest of the promise made. 
He in the corsair's hand then laid 
A purse of gold, and at its sight. 
The swarthy sailors grinned delight. 
The sails were loose, each at his post, 
And soon on ocean's billows tost! 
The gallant vessel cuts the foam : 
Louis thought of his rose and forest home. 
Freshly blow thou eastern breeze, 
Waft him quickly o'er the seas ; 
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The loTed one comes — Oh ! cruel bte i 
He coTnes ; aloa 1 he comeii too late. 
The bell the midnight hour had toU — 

The yeuel kept her ateadj gait 
Along the coast and moiuituDi bold 

Of the lovely iale of Crete j 
To reat bod gone the wearied crew, 
Oq watch remainiiig bat a few, 
Who, OD the ship's piow reclined. 
To slumber bod tbemselTes reugned; 
The pilot, silent u in death, 
^aa known to live but by his breath ; 
All was hushed, nor heaid was sound. 
Save the waves, which lared the Tessd round. 
The moon in eastern splendour shone ; 
Debon^ paced the deck alooa. 
Now, to his aatonished sight 
Appeared the form, as angel bright. 
Of Eildesheim's rose, hig only love. 
Pressing to her heart the dove. 
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As first that seraph's shape he had seen, 
In native wilds, in forest green. 
A moment, enchanted and amazed, 
He on the loyelj vision gazed, 
Then approached the hallowed place, 
To press her in his fond embrace. 
A radiant smile she on Louis shed. 
And from his longing view was fled. 
With anguish swelled his bosom high : 
He shed no tear, he heaved no sigh ; 
His burning forehead stronglj pressed, 
He cried, " My Julia's with the blessed : 
To amaranthine bowers she's gone ; 
Oh, God ! and I am left alone 
To wander on this world of grief— . 
Oh I may my stay on earth be brief; 
Maj speedily now come the time 
To join the rose of Hildesheim. 
Blow, blow, ye winds, ye tempests rave. 
Oh I give me now an ocean grave ! 
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My soul shall then, in realms. abo7e, 
Be joined to hers in heayenly loye." 



Now, as if by magic spell, 

Loud was heard the tempest's yell ; 

Dark clouds pass oyer the moon's &ce. 

As if in wild demoniac chase — 

Now her placid light concealing, 

Now her gentle beams reyealing. 

To shelter fled the wild sea-mew, 

As deadlier the tempest grew ; 

The angry wayes, now capped in foam. 

Onwards, and still onwards come ; 

The thunder rolled, the lightning flashed. 

The pilot to the helm was lashed ; 

The swarthy sailors careful crept 

Under the wave, which o'er them swept. 

The felucca, now in valley deep. 

Then rising up a watery steep ; 
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Though each wave threatened to overwhelm, 
In onward course obeyed the helm ; 
The wondering Moslems, with wild stare, 
Admire the noble Debonair. 
One arm grasping firm the mast, 
Heeding not ware or furious blast ; 
His right hand twined that scarf around 
Which Julia o'er his heart had bound ; 
Expecting, and now hoping death, 
Eesolved that eyen in parting breath- 
Even beneath the fathomless deep^— 
He would that mournful token keep 
Bound round his heart in death's long sleep I 



The pilot's skill the tempest braved — 
The danger's past, and all are saved ; 
Calm is the Adriatic sea ; 
The sailors sing in joy and glee. 
As the destined port they see. 
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They soon reach Aquilea's strand — 

Debonair's again on fatherland. 

He could not speak, but pressed the hand 

Of the corsair true and bold ; 

The sum agreed by his page was told, 

And doubled then in weighty gold. 

The corsair cried, ** May Allah bless, 

And grant to thee his happiness. 

Thou true and generous knight ; 
Though you a Christian, I, a Turk, 
In me no sinister feelings lurk ; 

We both deem that we are right. 

There's but one God, the God of all ; 

Oh I may his blessings on thee fall ; 

For much I fear thou sore dost gpiieye — 

He alone can thee relieve." 

Debonair again took his hand. 

Deeply sighed, and left the strand. 
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If aught on earth can move the soul, 

And for tender pity sue, 
'Tis when, by cruel fate's control, 

A gentle maid and true, 
Is left in sad uncertainty 
To heave love's long-drawn sigh ; 
To count each hour, to watch each day — 
Her lover blame, yet for him pray ; 
To accuse, yet pardon his delay ; 
Such angniish cannot ever last. 
When weeks are gone and months have past, 
No tidings come, no hope is left ; 
At length, of every hope bereft. 
The hectic flush comes o*er the cheek. 
The eyes with double lustre speak ; 
Her waning vigour gently flies, 
The rosebud droops her head and dies ! 
Fair Julia's parents long had seen 
Her mournful air, her languid mien, 
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Though their hearts she tried to spare — 

Towards them assumed a cheerful air 

Yet oft, with heart about to break. 
The silent tear ran down her cheek ; 
Then, that her pain they might not feel. 
She fled, her sorrow to conceal, 
To her bower, where oft she wept. 
When all others peaceful slept. 

There was plighted young lore's yow ; 

** Alas I *' she cried, " where is he now ? 
Why tarries he in Faynim land ? 
Why comes no billet to my hand ?" 
Oft struck her mind the killing thought, 
That she by Louis was forgot. 
And the heart she deemed her own, 
Was from her for ever flown. 
Thus passed the time, in hopes and fears, 
In suppressed sighs, in hidden tears : 
Deeply her parents blamed the knight, 
But hid their feelings in her sight. 



And when they mentioned his name, 
Thej spoke of Mm as without blame. 
And kindly said, '* the chance of war. 
In a land so wild and far, 
Was cause sufficient for delay ; 
That couriers often went astray ; 
Oft were seized by Arab bands, 
Who, reckless, swept the Pagan lands ! 
But all their efforts were in yain, 
Their fond hearts near rent in twain ; 
They saw, with eyery shortened breath. 
That fiEust approached relentless death ! 
On an ambrosial sweet May-eye, 
Her parents, seated by her, grieve, 

Julia seemed as if reviyed. 
She spoke with clearer yoice ; 
A moment the fond pair rejoice 

In hope, alas ! short-lived '. 
She cried, *' now aid me to that bower 

Where Louis oft has said, 

N 
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I will loYe thee eyen in death's hour, 

My own, my peerless maid. 
I hear those words repeated now — 
Again I hear his whispered tow ; 
I hear his Yoice, I feel his breath, 
I know him true even after death. 
To him my soul shall instant fly, 
Then ascend to regions high :*' 
On her mother's breast fell that lovely head ; 
'Tis OYcr — and Hildesheim's rose is dead ! 



'Twas at that moment Louis saw 
The vision fair and bright ; 

Who can scan the Almighty law. 
Or know the soul's quick flight! 



The earth one daily course had run 
Around a genial May month's sun 



Another passed, and evening's hour 
Came solemn on the forest bower ; 
For to Hildesheim*s lovely maid 
Were the last sad honours paid. 
Her dove in vain the maid caressed. 
In vain he nestled in her breast : 
He died and went with her to rest ! 
Some forest maids bear Julia's bier. 

With rose and cypress wound, 
Shedding fond affection's tear, 

Whilst others strew the ground. 
With the sweet young flowers of May 
All were clad in white array ; 
Each wore roseate scarf and band. 
All held fresh roses in their hand ! 
Now to her grassy tomb they bear. 

With solemn step and slow. 
That faded rose, to all so dear, 

Chaunting as they go — 
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« Ave Maria! mother mild, 
Take to thee sweet nature's child ; 
Beceiye her on thj pitying breast, 
O I take her to thj heayenly rest I 
Hark ! vespering angels welcome sing 
As her soul ascends on roseate wing ; 
Flying from this place of woe. 
Too pure to staj in worlds below 1 
She liyed in peace — she died for loye, 
Beceiye her to thy peace aboye ; 
For thy son's sake, who on earth came, 
Loye, peace, and good will to proclaim ! 
Aye Maria I pure and mild, 
Take to thee sweet nature's child. 



On Julia's lonely graye was shed 
The next stm's early ray ; 

When, by pure affection led. 
Thither bend their way. 
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The forest maids fresh flowers to strew, 

And there their yows and prayers renew. 

Again the tears of love to shed, 

On fair Julia's chilly hed ; 

There, with strong amaze, they view 

A rose tree fair, which, from it grew. 

Flourishing in the morning dew. 

In full and fragrant blow ; 
Pale blush were its lovely flowers. 
Such as in amaranthine bowers. 

Love everlasting show ; 
Where parted lovers meeting then. 
Join to part no more again I 



Devoutly bending, then, the knee. 
The maids approach the mystic tree. 
Whilst their gentle voices raise 
The song of gratitude and praise. 



- 
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•• Are Maria ! yirgin pure, 
Thy mercy ever doth endure, 

The heartfelt prayer to hear. 
Then no more should we repine ; ' 
For, within thy holy shrine. 
Now rests our sister dear. 
Bloom on, hloom on, till end of time, 
Thou sacred rose of Hildesheim. 



In the lonely forest wild, 
Dreary passed the time ; 

For ah I no more, their lovely child — 
The cherished rose of Hildesheim — 

Blessed her parents' sight ! 
From morning's dawn, till evening came. 
They spoke not, but to breathe her name ; 

For her they wept at night. 
Theirs was the deep and silent grief. 
Which leaves the heart without relief. 
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Save that by blest religion given — 
The hope to meet again in heaven. 



Days had pass'd, when, in forest green, 
A stately pilgrim's form was seen, 
As twilight fell on nature's scene. 
The pilgrim's hat concealed his face, 
Deep sorrow seemed to check his pace, 
As he approached that sacred place. 
Where, in fond and playful mood, 
He and Julia once had stood ; 
And, as his arm she gently pressed, 
Playfully her thoughts expressed : 
If you prove false, and I should die. 
And under this green sod should lie, 
Come here and mourn my memory ! 
And now he felt with agony. 
That her words part true had proved 
Here lay his first, his last beloved. 
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He marvelled that, on her grassy tomb, 
The lovely rose so soon should bloom. 
But the forest maiden, who had placed 
On Julia's head the bridal crown, . 
Had his footsteps hither traced. 

And, despite his pilgrim's gown. 
Knew he was the noble knight. 
Who once appeared in armour bright i 
She, 'midst tears and sorrow's sigh, 
Told him the sad history. 
Then, in anger, turned away. 
And Louis heard the maiden say-. 
** Oh, cruel knight ! Oh, how could you 
Desert that rose, so fond, 30 true. " 



On Julia's grave he wept that night. 
He left it not till morning light ; 
Unwilling from that spot he moved. 
He never smiled again, or loved I 
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Louis felt a dutj still remain 

To Julia's parents to explain 

The plot which happiness had blighted, 

That true he had kept the faith he plighted. 

He sought them, and declared his rank ; 

Weeping at his feet they sank ; 

But soon the sore bereaved ptdr 

Were clasped in the arms of Debonur : 

His lips spoke Julia, his looks despair ! 



The priest to Hulda a message sent 
That all their plans were known ; 
She, on ambitions views intent, 

Still hoped to share the throne. 
Her page to her the tidings bore 
That her fair rival was no more ! 
And Louis returned from Palestine, 
She thought again at court to shine ; 
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The waj to her appeared now clear» 
She had no riy«l there to fear — 
Hoped still the monarch's heart to wm» 
To proTe that love had made her sin. 



Little she knew the heart so hrave 
Which wept upon his lost love's grave ; 
But soon a hillet hj him sent 
Proved her hopes were vain. 

Her proud heart hy it was rent 

Thus chilling was its strain : — 



•* Lady, thou three hearts hast broken 
By wicked guile and treachery, 
On Rudolph's heart lies thy false token, 

* In his cold grave prepared by thee ; 
Thou hast killed my gentle forest rose, 
My peace destroyed till life shall close, 
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Thy heart must thee enough uphraid, 
Adiea, for erer, thou cruel maid !" 



Why riees now that lofty pUe 

In the deep forest shade ? 
Why opens now that high arched aisle, 

Where the dead are laid ? 
Why guarded now with tender care, 

Is the sacred rose of love ? 
Why rises now, towards eastern air, 

That altar arch ahore? 
And now the builder's art has sped. 
And now the sacred rose is led, 
Blooming in nature's purest grace. 
Around the altar's holy place. 
'Twas kye that bade to rise that dome. 
As if pointing to the home 

Of Julia's spirit blest; 
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Twas lore that bade the altar rise 
Where her earthlj frame now lies 

In death's eternal rest ; 
'Twas love which caused the rose to twine 
Around that place divine. 
Whose were the warrior's tears then shed ? 
Whose was the noble heart that bled ? 
Whose the hand which, with tender care. 
Placed the fragrant branches there ? 
Love tells they were those of Debonair ! 



Borne down by grief, which tongue can't teU, 
Still mourning the child they loved so well, 
Julia's parents, in life's prime, 
Died, before it was nature's time ; 
And, by the faithful Debonair, 
Were laid beside their daughter fair ! 
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In each reyolviiig month of Maj, 
There Debonair went to weep and pray, 
And passed that ne'er-forgotten night 
When Julia, in her heavenward flighty 
On ocean's wave, in radiance bright, 
Appeared, in the pale moonbeam's light ; 
Willing his being to resign 
At lost Julia's roseate shrine ! 



Fair Hulda's hopes for ever flown 
Of sharing with Debonair the throne. 
Now thought of him she could not save, 
On Budolph, in his Palestine grave ; 
Who, true to her even in death. 
Breathed her name with parting breath 1 
She loathed the wiles her father taught. 
His worldly wisdom set at naught. 
There's in woman's heart a ray divine, 
Tho' clouded oft by man's design. 
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Which will hearenly brightness show, 
WheD, by some sadden change of £site 
It pierces thro', bat oft too late. 

The darkness, with a sadden glow ; 
And now in Halda's breast it shone. 
As heartsick, penaye, and alone. 

On her past dajs she mased ; 
Bat ah I she had no friend to guide 
That ray, in whom she could confide ; — 

Her father's counsel she refused ! 



Her page now entered, full of grief. 
That he could bring her no relief ; 
Weeping, then, to him she said, 
" Oh I would, indeed, that I were dead I" 
" Say not so, my lady dear. 
Grieve not thus, I pray, 
For false man never shed a tear. 
Oh ! drive such thoughts away I 
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Build 70a now a convent grand, 

Nobler than any in the land, 

And Lady Abbess be, 
And I will holy orders take. 
All for my honoured lady's sake, 

Who I often then may see, 

Whilst I dwell in neighbouring monastry." 
Hulda was in a state of mind 
To this proposal well inclined ; 
Her resolve was quickly made. 
When her page, she kindly bade 
All things promptly to arrange, 
As her residence she wished to change ; 
Obedient to his lady's will. 
He failed not her orders to fulfil. 



Woman's thoughts are fathomless 
In love, in joy, or in distress ; 



Nor could we tell what Hulda's were. 
Or if she thought of Debonair, 
When on Hildesheim she chose, 
And there the conyent walls arose ; 
Or if, in penance for its rose, 

She built that conyent pile ; 
But often was fair Hulda seen. 
At the chastened time of e'en. 

To walk the cathedral's aisle. 
And she seemed in sorrow deep. 
At Julia's altar steps to weep, 
While to kneel at Hulda's side, 
Her page— Jiow monk — ^was seen to glide. 

And many ladies, bright and &ir, 
Eyen now, while humbly kneeling there, 

Earnest for a blossom pray 
From Julia's loyely rose. 

Its magic yirtues to essay, 
Lover's falsehood to disclose ; 
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And from it many a lovely bloom 
Is given in the evening gloom, 
By the friar who guards the place, 
Fair lady's doubting hearts to grace ; 
For, if their lovers are imtrue. 
The blossom withers at their view. 
I fear few lovers now, alas I 
Can the mystic ordeal pass. 



Chime on, chime on, thou vesper bell. 

Thou art pleasing still to me ; 
Thou to the heart a tale dost tell 

Oflove and fidelity. 
True love is now an empty name. 
Gone from earth is its pure flame ; 
It fled with Louis to realms sublime, 
To dwell with the rose of Hildesheim I 



WILD FLOWERS 



FROM GERMANY. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



[The following pieces are founded on notes taken on the 
spot, when the air and words struck the fancy of the 
Author ; and he has rendered the meaning of them, as 
Ikithfolly as he found practicable into English Terse.] 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



»^^^^^^^^^>^>^»^^>^l^i^^>^^^ 



THE COSSACK'S ADIEU. 

LoYELT Minka, we mnst part, 
'Twill surely break my loving heart ; 
O'er mountains, rivers, heaths to roam. 
Perhaps ne'er more to see that home, 

My lovely Minka, O I 



Where first we met in childhood's years, 
While still we knew not sorrow's tears, 
When, in our native wilds, the day 
Was passed in peace and harmless play, 

My lovely Minka, O ! 
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And when childhood's jcars were gone. 
We wandered loTingly alone, 
Or, in a boat, on our clear stream, 
Our fancies summon'd up a dream. 

My lovely Minka, 01 



Of happy cot and cheerful fire. 
When you a matron, I a sire ; 
My heart with joyful feelings burned, 
At eye, as I to you returned. 

My lovely Minka, O ! 



And fish, and game, in plenteous store. 
Gladly to that home I bore ; 
And Minka's kiss, and Minka's smile, 
Bewarded me for all my toil. 

My lovely Minka, O I 
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But now, with pistol, sword, and lance. 
O'er unknown lands I march to France ;' 
Yet though through foreign states I roam, 
M7 heart holds Mmka and my home, 

My lovely Minka, 01 
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THOUGH LONELY, I AM NOT ALONE. 

Though lonely, I am not alone, 
For thy blessed form still flits around ; 

Though lonely, I am not alone. 
In every well-known scene *tis found. 



Though lonely, I am not alone, 

For thou art in each flower, each shrub, each tree ; 
Though lonely, I am not alone. 

In that clear stream I see but only thee. 



Though lonely, I am not alone. 
For I see thee in the skies above ; 

Though lonely, I am not alone. 
For my heart is full of thee and love. 
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THE CRUEL JAGER AND THE SWANS. 

Two swans lived on a wood-embosomed lake, 
The dying swan sings sweet hooly, O ; hooly, O I 

Oh I jager, spare them, for sweet mercy's sake ; 

The dying ^wan sings sweet hooly, ; hooly, ! 

The reckless jager takes a deadly aim. 
The dying swan sings sweet hooly, ; hooly, I 

Quick from her snowy breast the life blood came ; 

The dying swan sings sweet hooly, O ; hooly, O I 
Her faithful mate, with anguish sees her pain. 

The dying swan sings sweet hooly, ; hooly, I 
On that loved lake she ne'er shall swim again ; 

The dying swan sings sweet hooly, O ; hooly, I 
His proud neck bent to hers, in sorrow joined. 

The dying swan sings sweet hooly, ; hooly, ! 

* 

In death's struggle both are now entwined ; 
The dying swan sings sweet hooly, O ; hooly, 1 
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The jager sought his own love in her bower. 
The dying swan sings sweet hoolj, O; hooly, 01 

And in his arms she died, that very hour ; 
The dying swan sings sweet hooly, O ; hooly, O ! 
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, THE ELBE NYMPH AND THE KNIGHT. 

On Elba's silver stream shines bright 

The sunbeam's light ; 

Soft Zephyr scarcely breathes a sigh 

To tell she's nigh. 

A knight lies on the bank reclined, 

Hoping to find 

His true love rising from the stream — 

His waking dream; 

As oft in form, so bright and fair, 

He had seen her there. 

And hark ! soft music now he hears, 

He hopes and fears ! 

From Elba's flood, so bright and clear, 

Approach now near, 

Kirer nymphs, in woman's form. 

His heart to warm 1 
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On amber car, his loye appears 
To stay his tears ; 
In voice as sweet as that of doye, 
She requites his lore : — 



'* Come to my palace, thou knight so dear — 
Come to my arms ; no danger fear ! 
On chrystal bed we shall sofUj sleep, 
While roses of coral around us weep ! 
Enter my chariot of amber sweet ; 
How lovely it is when lovers meet 1'* 



The knight was borne on amber car, 
Oh 1 BO far, so far. 
Deep under Elba's silver breast. 
He lies at rest, 

In love's arms, or the spell of Undine witch- 
God knows which. 
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HYMN OF THE BALTIC FISHERMEN'S FAMILIES. 

Oh I God of mercy and of lore, 

Baler of all below and all above, 

To thee our suppliant hymn we humbly raise, 

Acccept our fervid offering, prayer, and praise. 

Prom husband, brother, son, and sire, 

Avert the ocean's fearful ire ; 

Preserve the fleet, now waning from our view : 

Protect and save, we pray, each precious crew. 



Keep them from each danger of the deep — 
Us from each cause to sorrow and to weep ; 
Grant safe return to all, we pray. 
And let love's smUes add radiance to the day. 
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Betum now, husband, brother, son, and sire. 
The meal is simmermg on the cheerful fire ; 
Betum again, and while with fond caress 
We welcome you, the Gk)d of mercy bless. 
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THE LADY AND THE LITTLE BIRD. 

Bird. 

A SWEET little bird comes to sit at thy feet, 

He brings 70a a letter, with orders to greet, 

In the name of a yalLant and handsome young knight. 

His lady-loye, shining in beauty so bright. 

** Cold and rainy's the night, I am wet to the skin. 

Ope the window, sweet lady, and pray let me in." 



Ladt. 

** Of Cupid I have heard, who, in cunning disguise, 
In the form of a bird to ladies' bowers flies ; 
Perhaps thou art he, who, with a sweet smile. 
The soft hearts of maidens are wont to beguile ! 
My mother would chide me, and say 'twere a sin. 
If I opened the window, and let the bird in." 
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Bird. 

** Oh, lady believe not the tales that are told, 
You mean the false cupid who's purchased for gold ; 
I am sent \>y a lover, so fond, and so true, 
There's no place in his heart, but only for you I 
Of false lores you hear, in the world's mighty din — 
But I'm a wild forest bird, pray let me in." 



Ladt. 

** I will trust you, dear bird," the lady replied. 
As she opened the window, and softly she sighed ; 
** But if false the knight prove, by whom you are sent. 
My fond heart with sorrow in twain will be rent." 
The bird's wings, as he flew, touched the soft mandolin 
'Which she held in her hand, as she let the bird in. 
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THE HOME-SICK FORESTER OF THE HARTZ 

MOUNTAINS. 

Heart, my heart, why so full of sorrow ? 

Why heavest thou with needless grief and pain ? 
Heaven may send a happier day to-morrow, 

Oh I why consume thyself in vain ? 



Say not that with needless grief I swell, 
For loved and lovely fatherland I sigh ; 

I mourn for those I left and lov# so well, 
I long for all beneath that happy sky I 



Where fancy formed blest childhood's time returns, 
Por those sweet hours from me for ever gone ; 

On them I think, for them each feeling bums. 
Whilst in a foreign land I weep alone ! 
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Bright shines the sun in this, and eyerj clime, 
Bat, ah 1 its rays are shed in Tain on me ; 

A sickly languor lengthens out the time, 
Loved fatherland I ne*er again may see 



1 
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THE BASHFUL LOVER. 

Under a blooming holunder tree's shade 
Softly slumbered a lorely maid, 

Just by chance : 
Her bashful lover came that way. 
And gently spoke, " sweet maiden, say — 

Just by chance — 
Why cruelly dost thou my love disdain. 
Whilst I expire in amorous pain ?" 

Just by chance. 
The maiden moved neither feature nor limb. 
She heard not his plaints, nor heeded him — 

Just by chance — 
But her lovely blue eyes she sofUy oped. 
The swain, from this symptom, for pity hoped — * 

Just by chance — * 
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And b7 her side, on bended Imee, 

He pressed her hand, under m jstic tree, 

Jnst bj chance. 
He gentlj whispered his tale of lore, 
Whilst the ring-dove coo'd in the tree abore. 

Just hy chance. 
The maiden, in Toice so sweet and soft. 
Said, ** you know I love yon, why ask so oft,** 

Just by chance. 
The lover, in raptore, her rosy lips pressed. 
They are married, I know, and hope they are ble 

Just by chance, for it's surely all a chance 
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THE CHILDREN'S CHRISTMAS-EVE HYMN. 

Bethlehem's lovely star shone bright and clear, 
The shepherds knew the heavenly child was near ; 
Guided by it, they find the humble shed, 
Where, cradled in a manger, on a lowly bed. 
The son of God in infant beauty slept, 
Where Mary watched, as tears of joy she wept, 
And angels round, the happy chorus sing: 
Behold God's son of love and peace — the king. 
When manhood's form enclosed the God within, 
He sinners warned to fly from guile and sin ; 
But gently said, ** let children come to me. 
Who enters heaven pure as they must be ;" 
To him this might be praises without end, 
The son of God, and blessed children's friend. 
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THE WATCHMAN'S .CAEOL ON NEW-YEAKS DAY. 



Mt sand is run, my hours are spent, 
M7 eyes are dim, my form is bent ; 
Time is fled, and the old year 
Takes leaye of you, his friends, so dear ; 
His dying blessing now he brings, 
Before he's borne on angel's wings 
To regions without time or space. 
For now is closed his earthly race. 
Great change to many he has brought, 
With good and evil thickly fraught ; 
May choicest blessing here attend 
You all, thus prays your parting friend ; 
And when your span of years are o'er. 
May all attain that hearenly shore 
Where friends shall meet to part no more. 
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THE WATCHMAN'S CONGRATULATION ON THE 
NEW-YEAR'S MORN. 



Time on swiftest pinions flies, 

Dear friends enjoy the passing hours ; 
And may unclouded azure skies, 

And path still strewed with sweetest flowers, 
Gladden you throughout the year ; 
May love, and truth, and friendship's band 
Be yours, with blessings on every hand. 
And gentle lovers may you prove. 

Whose hearts and hands are closely joined ; 
All the rapturous joys of love, 

With health, and heavenly peace of mind ; 
I wish to all, each earthly joy. 

Sweet rest on this, and every night; 
And may this year without alloy. 

Prove happy, prosperous, and bright. 



180 WDLD FLOWERS FROM GERMAKT. 



THE ^WARRIORS' RETURN. 

Two warriors rode to the gate of the town : 

Alas ! alas 1 alas 1 partmg doth gire the heart pain ; 
Two weeping girls, from their windows look down : 

Alas 1 alas ! alas ! thej may nerer return again 1 



The warriors are marching the French to fight : 
Hope ! hope I hope ! strengthens the heart full of Woe ; 

Heaven grant them strength to protect our right : 
Hope 1 hope ! hope 1 they may conquer the haughty foe ! 

The battle was fought, and with glory won : 
Good news ! good news ! good. news! for the maidens is 
there; 
The warriors are safe, and ere evening sun, 
Good news I good news ! good news ! to their homes will 
again repair. 
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But hark ! I hear victory's trumpet sound : 

Tyrilla I tTrilla I tyrilla I sound the trumpet so loud and 
dear; 
The warriors are coming, with laurels crowned : 

Tyrilla ! tyrilla ! tyrilla I the weeping maidens to cheer. 



And see they now thro' the town gate ride : 
O joy 1 joy ! joy I coming again is sweet ; 

And the smiling maidens are soon by their side : 
joy 1 joy 1 joy 1 how pleasing it is to meet. 



From their chargers the warriors on love's wings fly : 

bliss ! O bliss I bliss I what rapture can equal this ; 
The maidens now in their lover's arms lie : 
O bliss ! O bliss ! bliss I and give and take the welcome 
kiss. 
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THE BRIDAL WREATH. 

We biiog to thee a bridal wreath, 

Bound with silk of heavenly blue ; 
We roses bring, which love's sighs breath — 
So fond, so longing, and so true ; 
And, with everlasting rose and myrtle crowned. 
May thy lovefs and thy heart be in affection bound 



With mystic rites the wreath we wove. 

Sacred to Venus and to love ; 

And may the magic spell we twined 

In love's pure flame, preserve thy mind ; 
And may the beauteous wreath of rose and myrtle 

prove 
The happy witness of your pledged and constant lov 
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THE HABTZ MOUNTAINS' WELCOME TO THE 
MARRIED WARRIOR. 

Welcome ! welcome ! matchless pair ; 
Welcome the brave, welcome the fair ; 
Welcome to your native wild — 
Thus sings the heart of nature's child. 



Joy has followed sorrows past — 
May that joy for ever last ; 
May love and Hymen, now combined. 
Their dvrelling in your hearts still find. 



May Cupid's power unceasing prove — 
Each coming year increase your love ; 
And may you, like our mountain pine, 
Arm in arm, for ever twine. 
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We roses bring, of love's own hue, 
• Which friendship's hands have culled for you ; 
With roses may your paths be strewn. 
Till time, and life, and all be gone. 
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THE BRUNSWICK SOLDIER TO HIS FLASK. 

The Brunswick men, of death or glory I 
Famed so oft in martial story, 
Moyed forward on the battle plain. 
Where full many a comrade, slain, 
Lay still in death, yet grasping fast 
Their sabres, loyal to the last. 
The foe pressed on with mighty force — 
We bravely stemmed his headlong course ; 
Brunswick's lion led the fight. 
His motto, ** Death, but never flight ;" 
Wounded, yet still his yanward cry, 
**For Brunswick ! death, or victory I '* 
" My prince," I cried, " one boon I ask, 
Take from a faithful soldier^s flask 
A draught of cordial, pure and true 
As my loyal heart, which beats for you." 
My prince I never can forget — 
No, no, he stands before me yet , 



( 
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From my poor flask refreshment took : 

Methinks I see his kmdlj look. 

As, dashing forward 'midst the foe. 

On charger white as driven snow. 

He cried, "Kthe morrow's sun we see, 

A favour ask— I will grant it thee." 

Now, from this flask I ne'er will part ' 

I bear it ever next my heart. 

One favour now I only ask. 

Oh ! bury with me this sacred flask t 
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WAR-SONG OF THE MINERS OF THE HARTZ 

MOUNTAINS. 

On 1 brave comrade, lead the van : 

We will follow to a man. 

Come weal, come woe, we will stand by thee, 

Our friends and our fatherland to free 

From the hateful yoke of Gaul, 

Or, in the struggle, nobly fall. 

Lead us on, our hearts are true ; 

We will dp or die with you : 

Lead us to the castle's steep, 

Lead us to the dungeon deep. 

Where, to break the tyrants* chain. 

Patriots strive, alas ! in vain. 

Now is the time, now is the hour. 

To storm the breach, to scale the tower ; 

To hurl the eagle from its nest. 

To give our suffering country rest. 

Onwards, then, ye Hartzmen all. 

To conquer, or to bravely faU. 
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THE ADIEU TO THE MINES. 

From the depths of mother earth, 
For the land that gave us hirth. 
With fixed resolve now here we stand. 
Like brothers, joined in heart and hand 
To conquer or to die. 



Though we dwell in regions dark, 
Yet Liberty's electric spark 
Magic strikes from pole to pole ; 
Its light stirs every manly soul. 
And beams in every eye. 

For king, for fatherland, lead on, 
Till the glorious work is done. 
Grant happy homes and altars free, 
O God I we humbly crave of thee, 
For which so long we sigh* 
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MY PIPE AND WINE. 

grant me, on the banks of Rhine, 
My lovely maid, my pipe, and wine. 

In my lonelj garden bower, 
Dull and dreary passed each hour ; 
I smoked my pipe, my wine I drank, 
In torpid thoughtlessness I sank. 

One eyening, in sweet month of May, 
As thus in listless state I lay, 
I heard the voice of woodland dove 
Cooing in the trees above. 

In mournful attitude he sate. 
And called upon his absent mate ; 
Soon on pinions swift she came. 
Responding to the loved one's flame. 
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The monmer now no more repined, 
Their gentle bills in kisses joined — 
The prelude sweet of joys in store — 
I thought what would a mortal more. 



My pipe I quickly from me threw, 
No pleasure in the wine I knew, 
I called on loved Marianna*s name. 
Who, as if by magic, came ; 



For, wandering in sweet evening air, 
Knowing not that I was there, 
My sorrowing voice the lovely maid 
Heard, and thought I wanted aid. 



My arm around her slender waist^ 
In rapturous feeling, then I placed. 
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And, x>ointi»'? to the doves, who still 
Were loving joined with bill in bill, 



I cried, ** Marianna, dost then see 
That fond pair in yonder tree ; 
Thou knowest I love but only thee — 
Wilt thou my gentle dove now be ?" 



Marianna smiled, her eyes cast down, 
I kissed her, and I saw no frown. 
I e'er will bless the gentle dove 
Who gave the lesson how to love. 



For now, in blissful roseate bower. 
With her I pass each happy hour. 
I smoke my pipe, my wine I sip. 
But nectar taste from Marian's lip. 
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TRINA AND DIEDEBICH. 

" Opbn the window, Trina, dear, 
And thy Diederich's loye tale hear; 
Dearest, do not bid me go. 
The froft is piercing, deep the snow.>* 



« 



Diederich, ihy heart is false and cold. 
Thy truthless tale thou oft has told ; 
Though keen the frost, though deep the snow, 
I will not let you in. No ! no T 



*' Trina, dear, thou doest me wrong ; 
I will sing to thee a song 
Of the true lore I for thee cherish — 
Leaye me not with cold to perish." 
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** Diederich, jour song I will not hear, 
The notes I haye heard for full a year; 
To Greta's windows speed away, 
Sing to her thy deceitful lay." 



" Trina, listen to what I say, 
To-morrow shall be our wedding-day ; 
Look at this, by the clear moonlight, 
'Tis the licence, and all is right." 



*' Dear Diederich, hasten from the cold. 
Come, loYe, and thy hand I'll hold, 
From the snow now quickly spring. 
To Greta thou no more shalt sing.* 
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SONG OF THE MOUNTAIN MILLER'S WIFE. 

Merbilt, merrilj goes the wheel rouad ; 

Merrily O I merrily I 
How sweet is the falling water's sound ; 

Cheerily 1 cheerily O ! 
See the sun from yonder mountains rise, 

Merrily O I merrily O I 
While its bright beams illume the skies ; 

Cheerily ! cheerily 1 
Hark, the cow-bell's distant ring, 

Merrily O • merrily O ! 
And the wild birds sweetly sing ; 

Cheerily O I cheerily O I 
Thy wife to thee iHty breakfiut brings, dear ; 

Merrily O I merrily O I 
Come and partake the simple (dieer ; 

Cheerily 1 cheerily I 
Whilst merrily turns the wheel round. 

Merrily O I merrily 
To the soft falling water's sound, 

Cheerily 1 cheerily O ! 
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HANOVERIAN MARCHING SONG. 

A soldier's life is the life for me, 
Ever changing and full of glee ; 
Now liying in bliss in a lady's bower, 
To battle hastening the following hour. 
We care not what our fate may be — 
Our motto is death or victory ! 

As we march through the streets, oar bansen displayed, 
We see at each window a sorrowing maid 
To her true love kissing her lily white hand, 
As he passes on in the martial band ; 
And he looks up, heaving a deep drawn sigh, 
Whilst a dew-drop moistens his speaking eye. 
The maiden will nerer that tear despise 
Which drops on the cheek from manly eyes ; 
For she feels it flows from a loying heart, 
So fond, so true, and so loath to part. 
Her adieus are lost in the noble cry — 
*• For our fatherland, death or victory I" 
Oh ! a soldier's life is the life for me. 
Now clouded in sorrow, now fall of glee. 
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THE LOVEBTS DREAM. 

The dream is o'er, the vision passed, 
Too radiant on this earth to last ; 
Oh yes,, that roseate ray of light 
For aye has vanished from my sight. 
I now hare nought to hope or dread. 
Life's only hope from me has fled ; 
And what is left to dread for him 
Whose cup of woe flows o*er the brim. 
In fency's sweet delusive hour. 
Seated in a fragrant bower. 
At soft and chastened even tide. 
An angel's form was by my side ; 
On zephyr's breath there seemed to float 
The nightingale's enraptured note. 
As, to his dear one, nothing loath. 
He sang the happy loves of both ; 
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A dove coo*d from a neighbouring tree, 
<* Come love, come, oh 1 come to me !'* 
It was the ambrosial month of May, 
When genial nature seemed to saj — 
" Let those who nerer loved, now prove 
The soul-entrancing joys of love. 
When sighing on the loved one's lips. 
The lover heaven's pure nectar sips." 



Then pardon, lady, if it seemed 

That angel's form was thine ; 
And that I enraptured dreamed 

Thou saidst thou wouldst be mine : 
That resting on my throbbing breast. 

Thy lovely head reclined. 
And that thy half closed eyes expressed. 

Love ardent, pure, refined ; 
And in that moment of pure bliss 

Thy form I closer prest. 
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And lUred to give joang lore's firet Ubs, 

And then was doubly blest : 
For fond imagination's power 

^ctuined that Um to ate, 
Mj heaven wm then vithin that bower, 

With joy, and hope, and thee. 
Oh ! wouldst that In that moment death 

Had oloied thia earthly scene, 
love's gigh had then proTed life's last breatli. 

Death's anmmons welcome been. 



For the dream is fled — the vision past, 

I feel life's pangs again. 
And tortnrea which not long can last, 

Cmshed heart, and burning brain. 
Thou hast spumed the pure devoted love 

Which fills this aehing breast. 
And my spirit, Uke the stricken dove. 

Now heavenward flies to rest 
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Theu, farewell lady ! fiEire-thee-well ! 

Oh ! happy may you be, 
But when you hear the passing bell, 

Then shed one tear for me. 
!Fare-thee*weli! thou cruel maid, 

To thee a fond farewell ! 
My heart can never her upbraid, 

Alas ! but loved too welL 
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THE PARTING. 

[Howina, the adopted daughter of Tcheniicheff, the braye Cos- 
sack chief, takes leate of a British officer and his affiance, 
on the parting of the army corps.] 

Farewell, thou brave and generous youth. 
Farewell, thou maid of matchless truth. 
• Oh ! keep in thy sweet memory 
Kowina, who must further roam, 
Who knows not mother's care or home. 
Whose heart will ever cherish thee. 



'Midst battle's heat, and horrors wild, 
Tchemicheff found the orphan child, 

And warmed it in his breast; 
Through all the changing scenes of life, 
In forest deep, in deadly strife, 

He hushed each fear to rest. 
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The only friend she has on earth — 

She knows not those who gave her birth — 

His is the only smile 
The Cossack maiden's path to cheer, 
The gentle roice to stay the tear, 

Each sorrow to beguile. 



To him a daughter's lore I owe, 
And warm I feel the pure flame glow 

In this dcToted heart. 
I wiU soothe the noble warrior's care. 
For him the couch and meal prepare. 

And neyer from him part. 



NOTES. 



^^^^^S^^I^S^S^S^S^S^ 



The Cossack's Adieu — ^p. 161. 

The troops of the north of Germany are permitted tc 
whilst on their march, and, as they all have a natoral tae 
music, the effect is truly pleasing. The meaning of the Cos 
marching song I have endeavoured, as above, to convey. 

The Cbuel Jaoeb and the Swans — ^p. 165. 

The peasantry of the north of Germany have the (clas 
belief that the swan utters a plaintive musical sound when 
to die. The chorus to this little song I have heard sungl 
peasant girls in indescribable sweet tones, and peculiar m( 
tion of voice, meant to represent the dying song of the swai 

There exists a saying throughout Germany, that when 
is married, she sings her swan's song. 

The Elbe Nymph and the Knight — p. 167. 
This is a popular legend on the banks of the Elb 

Htmn of the Baltic Fishebmen's Families — p. 16 

When the fleet of fishermen set sail, the females of t1 
milies assemble on the beach, and sing this, or similar str 

The Home-sick Fobesteb or the Habtz 
Mountains — p. 173. 

The mountaineers of the Hartz Forest have so stro: 
attachment to their native wilds, that, when they are remo' 
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sitaations where they enjoy comforts much superior to those 
they were accustomed to, they are attacked by home-siclmess, 
(heim Teh), and if they are not permitted to return to them, 
pine and die. 

A striking instance of this came under the Authors imme- 
diate notice : — 

After the great inundations in the Hanoverian Netherlands, 
a number of these mountaineers were sent to assist in the recon- 
struction of the sea embankments, destroyed by an extraordinary 
rise of the sea, and a tempest which accompanied it 

They were placed under his command — they were treated in 
the kindest manner — every attention was paid to their comfort 
— they were paid at a rate double of that they were wont to earn 
— yet, notwithstanding, it was with difficulty they were persuaded 
to remain a week, at the expiration of which, having received 
their pay, they set out for their beloved fatherland. 

The Basbfttl Loveb, and the Maid Sleeping undeb 

THE HOLUNDEB (ElDEB) TbEE — p. 175. 

The elder tree is supposed, in Germany, when in bloom, to 
possess mesmeric virtues ; and, that a person sleeping under it, 
on their hand being gently pressed by another, cannot avoid re- 
vealing their inmost thoughts, when questioned by that person. 

It has occurred, that ladies who wished to make known their 
sentiments to their lovers, have adopted this delicate method of 
doing so. 



